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PREFACE. 

In Vol. Ill of LEO TOLSTOY'S "POSTHUMOUS 
WORKS" the RUSSIAN AUTHORS' LIBRARY pres- 
ents the most important writings of the Sage of Yasnaya 
Poliana left unpublished at his death and not included 
in Vol. I and IL There remain a number of fragments 
and notes, of great interest to the bibliographer, but not 
suitable for inclusion in the present series. 

Out of the mouths of babes and sucklings frequent- 
ly flows the truth. Tolstoy bad much faith in the di- 
rectness of vision and the accuracy of the unspoiled 
judgment of a child. Convention and insincerity have 
not yet warped its attitude to the elemental things of 
life. And so in the twenty-one dialogues presented in 
this volume under the title ^'Wisdom of the Children*' 
Tolstoy lets the children express their guileless views 
on practically the entire range of human life, as it comes 
«within their ken, from religion to the administration of 
the state, the power of the press and the educational 
system. 

The baffling simplicity, the unassailable logic and 
the unconsciously profound wisdom of the views ex- 
pressed by the children make this compilation a most 
delightful reading, particularly to those in sympathy 
with Tolstoy's own attitude to life, social and indivi- 
dual. 

The remainder of the volume contains a novel **The 
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Forged Coupon/' showing the ramifications of evil as the 
result of one trifling wrong, and the redemption of 
wrongdoers through following the teachings of Christ; 
a story of a man's struggle against lust— 'TA^ DevU" 
a comedy — "The Cause of it All/' depicting the evil 
effects of alcohol in the life of the Russian peasants ; and 
''Alyoshka Gorshok/' a pathetic short sketch depicting 
the patriarchal side of peasant life in the "good old 
days/' 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE WISDOM OP CHILDREN. 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE WISDOM OF CHILDREN. 



I. 


On Religion. 


2. 


On Waging War. 


3. 


On Patriotism. 


4- 


On Taxation. 


5. 


On Evil Speaking. 


6. 


On Kindness. 


7. 


On On the Wages of Labor. 


8. 


On Drunkenness. 


9- 


On Capital Punishment. 


10. 


On Prisons. 


II. 


On Wealth. 


12. 


On Loving them that Despitefully Use You. 


13. 


On the Power of the Press. 


14. 


On Remorse. 


IS. 


On Art. 


16. 


On Science. 


17. 


On Going to Law. 


18. 


On Criminal PRosECUTioWi 


19. 


On Property. 


20. 


On Chiidren. 


21, 


On EiJucATioN. 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



1. ON RELIGION. 



Boy and his Mother. 

Boy. 

Why is nurse all dressed up to-day and has put a new 
blouse on me? 

Mother. 
Because to-day is a holiday and we are going to church. 

Boy. 
What holiday? 

Mother. 
Ascension Day. 

Boy. 

What does it mean, "Ascension"? 

Mother. 

It means that the Lord Jesus Christ ascended to 
heaven. 

Boy. 
What does it mean, "ascended"? 
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МбТНБК. 

It means "flew up". 

Boy. 
How did he fly up? On wings? 

Mother. 

Not on wings, but just flew up, because he is God and 
God can do all things. 

Boy. 

But where did he fly to? Papa says that the sky only 
seems to be sky, and there is nothing above but stars, and 
behind the stars more stars, and that there is no end to 
the sky. Where did he fly then? 

Mother. 

{Smiling,) We can't understand everything, we must be- 
lieve. 

Boy. 
Believe what? 

Mother. 
What older people say. 

Boy. 

And didn't you tell me when I said that somebody 
might die if I spilled the salt, didn't you tell me that we 
must not believe silly things? 
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WISDOM OF CHILDREN 15 

Mother. 
No, we must not believe silly things. 

Boy. 

And how can I know what is silly and what is not 
siUy? 

Mother. 

Because you must believe the true faith and not silly 
things. 

Boy. 

And what is the true faith? 

Mother. 

Our faith, {Aside.) I think I am saying silly things 
myself. (Aloud.) Go and tell papa we're ready and don't 
forget your scarf. 

Boy. 
And shall I have a giece of chocolate after Mass? 
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2. ON WAGING WAR. 



Karlchen Schmidt, (p), Petya Orlov, (io), Masha 
Orlova, (8). 

Karlchen. 

Because the Prussians will not permit the Russians to 
take our land away from us. 

Petya. 

And we say that it is our land because we conquered 
it first. 

Masha. 

Ours? Whose do you mean? 

* 

Petya. 

You're too little, you don't understand. Ours means 
it belongs to our country. 

Karlchen. 

People live so that some belong to one country, others 
to another. 



Karlchen Schmidt, a German boy. 
Pet'-ya — diminutive for Peter — ^^^Petie." 
Masha — diminutive for Maria. 
Orlova — feminine form of surname Orlov. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



WISDOM OF CHILDREN 17 

Masha. 
To whom do I belong? 

Petya. 
Same as everybody else — to Russia. 

Masha. 
And if I don't want to? 

Petya. 

"WHiether you want to or not, you^re a Russian. Every 
country has its Tsar or King. 

Karlchen. 
{Interrupts.) Or Parliament. 

Petya. 
Every coimtry has its aritiy, every one collects taxes. 

Masha. 
Why are they all different? 

Petya. 

What do you mean why? Because every country is 
a separate thing. 

Masha. 
But why separate ? 
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18 WISDOM OF CHILDREN 

Karlchen. 

What do you mean? Because every oian loves his 
country. 



J 



Masha. 

But why are they all separate? Would it not be better 
to have all together? 

Petya. 

In playing with toys it is best to be all together, but 
these are not games, these are important things. 

Masha. 
I don't understand. 

Karlchen. 
Youll grow up, then you'll tinderstand. 

Masha. 
And I don't want to grow up. 

Petya. 
little, but stubborn, like all the girls. 
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3. ON PATRIOTISM. 



Gavrila, a reserve soldier, now in private service» 
MiSHA, his master^s little son, 

Gavrila. 

Well, Mishenka, good-bye, dear young master. I 
wonder if God will let me see you again. 

MiSHA. 

Are you really going away? 

Gavrila. 

Of course, I am. Another war, you know. And I am 
in the reserves. 

MiSHA. 

What war? Who is warring, with whom? 

Gavrila. 
God only knows. I can't make it out. I've read some- 



Gayril'-a— peasant form of Gabriel. 
Miah'-ar-diminutive of Mikhail— Michael. 
Mish'-ekikar-a earessing form of the same dimumtlTe* 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



20 WISDOM OF CHILDREN 

thing in the paper, but I dont' know the ins and outs. 
They say the Austrians are angry with us because we have 
favored those others — what is their name? — in something. 

MiSHA. 

But why do you go? If the Tsars have quarreled, 
let them fight it out between them. 

Gavrila. 

Why, what else could I do? I must go for the Tsar, 
for the fatherland, for the orthodox faith. 

MiSHA. 

But you don't want to go? 

Gavrila. 

Who does? I must leave my wife and children. And 
I don't like to after this easy life. 

MiSHA. 

But why do you go ? Say you don't want to and don4 
go. What can they do to you? 

Gavrila. 
(Smiling.) What can they do? They can grab me by 
force. 

MiSHA. 

Who will grab you? 

Gavrila. 
Other men like myself, subject to authorities. 
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MiSHA. 

But why should they grab you ? Are they not the same 
as you? 

Gavrila. 

The authorities, my dear. They only have to order it 
and Г11 be grabbed. 

MiSHA. 

And if they didn't want to? 

Gavrila. 
Impossible. 

MiSHA. 

Why impossible? 

Gavrila. 
Because there is no such law. 

MiSHA. 

What law? 

Gavrila. 

You talk so funny. Here I am losing time gossiping 
with you. I must go and set the samovar. 
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4. ON TAXATION. 



Village Elders and Grushka, a peasant girl, seven 
years old. 

Village Elder. 

(Entering a poor peasant hovel. There is no one at home 
but little seven-year-old Grushka. He looks around.) 
Ain't nobody in? 

Grushka. 

Ma's gone after the cow, Fedka's in the Master's yard. 

Village Elder. 

Tdl your ma the elder's been here. Tdl her I've been 
here three times; if she don't bring the taxes by Sunday 
without failf I'll take the cow away. 

Grushka. 

How will you take the cow away? Are you a thief? 
We won't let yoiL 

Village Elder. 

(Smiling.) You're a smart gal, all right, what's your name? 



Gru8li'-k»— dimiimtiTe for Agrafena. 
IW-kar— diminutiTe for Feodor. 
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Grushka. 
Grushka. 

Village Elder. 

You're all right, Grushka, but listen, just tell your ma, 
while I ain't no thief, I'll take the cow away for fair. ^ 

Grushka. 

And why will you take the cow away if you ain't no 
thief? 

Village Elder. 

Because she's got to pay what the law says. I'll take 
the cow away for taxes. 

Grushka. 
What's taxes? 

Village Elder. 

Drat that gal! What's taxes? That's what the Tsar 
orders for people to pay. 

Grushka. 
To whom? 

Village Elder. 

To whom? Don't you know? To the Tsar. And then 
they divide it. 

Grushka. 

Why, the Tsar isn't poor. We are poor, but the Tsar 
is rich, why does he take from us? 
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24 WISDOM OF CHILDREN 

Village Elder. 

He don't take nothing for himself, gal, he spends it 
on us, ignorant fools, on our needs, on authorities, on sol- 
dieis, on schools. For our own good. 

Grushka. 

How for our own good if you take the cow away? 
Ihat's not for our good. 

Village Elder. 

You'll grow up and know better. So, look here, don't 
forget to tell your ma. 

Grushka. 

Г11 tell her nothing, you and the Tsar mind your busi- 
ness, we'll mind ours. 

V1LLAG2 Elder. 
She'll be pizen, when she's grown, that gal. 
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S. ON EVIL SPEAKING. 



MiTYA, aged lo; Ilyusha, aged p; Sonya, aged 6. 

MiTYA. 

I said to Peter Semenovitch that we could train our- 
selves to go without clothes. And he said: no. Then 
I told him what Mikhail Ivanovitch said that we have 
trained our face so we don't feel the cold. Why can't we 
train the rest of our body to do the same? And he says, 
*'Your Mikhail Ivanovitch is a fool." {Laughs.) And 
Mikhail Ivanovitch said last night : "Your Peter Semeno- 
vitch is telling you a pack of fibs, but there are no laws 
laid down for fools." 

{The children laugh.) 

Ilyusha. 

Why didn't you tell him : You call him a fool, and he 
calls you the same? 

Mitya. 
No joke, I can't tell which of the two is the fool. 



Mit'-ya — diminutive for Dmitri — Demetrius. 
Ilyu'-sha — diminutive for Ilya — ^Elias. 
Son'-ya — diminutive for Sophia. 
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SONYA. 

They're both fools. He who calls another a fool is a 
fool himself. 

Ilyusha. 

\ And now you've gone and called both of them fools, 
. so you must be a fool too. 

MiTYA. 

I don't like talking like that about one another and not 
face to face. When I grow up, I shan't do like that I 
shall say what I think. 

Ilyusha. 

Same here. 

SONYA. 

And 111 do as I please. 

MiTYA. 

How then? 

SoNYA. 

Just so. If I please I'll say it, if I don't please I 
shan't. 

Ilyusha. 

That makes you a fool. 

SoNYA. 

And you said you weren't going to call people names. 

Ilyusha. 
But this is face to face. 
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6. ON ЮНОЫЕЗЗ. 



Masha and MiSHA are building a doU tent in front of 
the house. 

MiSHA. 

(Angrily to Masha.) Not that one; fetch the other stick. 
Stupid 1 

Old Woman. 

{Coming out on the porch, crossing herself and speaking 
out aloud.) God bless her! What an angel soul! She's good 
to everybody. 



Who is that? 



MiSHA. 



Old Woman. 



Your mama. She has God in her heart. She is good 
to us, poor folks. She's given me a petticoat and some 
tea and a little money. God save her, may the Queen ©f 
Heaven be gracious to her. Not like that heathen yonder : 
"Too many beggars like you about," he says. And such 
mean dogs in his yard, too. I had a time getting a^way. 



Maiha — diminutiye for Maria. 

Mieba — diminutive for Mikhail — ^MiehaeL 
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Masha. 



Who was that? 



Old Woman. 



Across the street from the liquor shop. A mean gentle- 
man, the Lord have mercy on him. But thank God, your 
dear mother has comforted and taken pity on poor me. 
How could we live if it wasn't for the like of your ma? 
{Weeping.) 

Masha. 

{To MiSHA.) Isn't mama good! 

Old Woman. 

When you grow up, children, don't forget the poor. 
And God won't forget you. {Old woman departs,) 

MiSHA. 

How pitiful she is. 

Masha. 

I'm glad mama gave her something. 

MiSHA. 

Why shouldn't we give if we have it? We don't need 
it, but she does. 

Masha. 

You remember what John the Baptist said: If you 
have two suits of clothes, give one away. 

MiSHA. 

When I grow up, I shall give away everything. 
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Masha. 
You can't give away everything. 

MiSHA. 

Why not? 

Masha. 
And how about yourself? 

MiSHA. 

•I don't care. WeVe got to be good to everybody. And 
then we'll all be happy. 



And Misha, dropping his games, walked into the nur- 
sery, tore a leaf out of a copy book, wrote something on 
it and put it into his pocket. And this is what was written 
on that piece of paper : 

"we must be goode to evribody/' 
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7. ON THE WAGES OF LABOR. 



Father; Katya, aged p; Fedya, aged 8. 

Katya. 
Papa« our sled is broken. Can you mend it? 

Father. 

I can't, dear, I can't. We must give it to Prokfior» 
he'll mend it. 

Katya. 

We were in the yard. He says he has no time, he 
must mend the gate. 

Father. 

You'll have to wait then. 

Fedya. 
And you, papa, can't you mend it at all? 

Father. 
{Smiling,) I can't at all, sonny. 



Eat'-ya — diminittive of Eaterina (Eitty.y 
Fed'-ya — diminutive of Feodor (Teddy). 
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Fedya. 
Can't you do anything? 

Father. 

(Laughing.) Some things I can. But things that Prokhor 
can do, I can't 

Fedya. 
And can't you fire samovars like Vassili? 

Father. 
No, I can't 

Fedya. 

And can't you harness horses? 

Father. 
No, nor harness horses. 

Fedya. 

I wonder, why we can't do a thing and they do every- 
thing for us? Is that good? 

Father. 

Every man to his own task. You will learn some day 
and find out what eveiy man can do. 

Fedya, 

Don't we have to know how to cook meals and to 
harness horses? 
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Father. 
There are some things more needful than these. 

Fedya. 

I know: to be good, to keep your temper, to keep 
your tongue from saying mean things. But we could know 
how to cook meals, harness horses and be good too. Could 
we not? 

Father. 

Of course we could. Wait till you grow up, you'll 
understand. 

Fedya. 

And if I don't grow up? 

Father. 
Don't talk nonsense. 

Katya. 
Then may we tell Prokhor? 

Father. 
Yes, yes. Go to Prokhor, tell him I said so. 
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8. ON DRUNKENNESS, 



Makarka, {12) and Marfutka (6) come out of their 
hut into the street. Marfutka is weeping. Pavlushka 
(jo), standing on the porch of the house next door. 

Pavlushka. 
Where are you roaming this time of night ? 



He's at it again. 

Uncle Prokhor? 
Who else? 

He's beating ma. 



Makarka. 

Pavlushka. 
Makarka. 
Marfutka. 

Makarka. 



I won't go in. He'll wallop me too. {Sits down on the 
steps.) I'll stay here all night. I won't go in. 

{Silence. Marfutka crying.) 



Makar'-ka — coarse diminutive for Makar — Macarius. 
Pavlush'-ka — coarse diminutive for Pav'-el — -PauL 
Marfut'-ka — coarse diminutive for Marfa — Martha. 
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Pavlushka. 

(To Marfutka.) Stop. That will do. What can you do? 
Stop, I say. 

• Marfutka. 

{Through her tears,) If I was Tsar I would wallop men 
who give people liquor. I wouldn't let anybody keep 
liquor. 

Makarka. 

What are you talking about? The Tsar himself sells 
liquor. Only he stops others from selling so as not to 
lose profit. 

Pavlushka. 
You're lying, ain't you? 

Makarka. 

Lying nothing. Go and ask. Why did they stick 
Akulina in jail ? Because she sold liquor ; "We lose by it,'* 
they said. 

Pavlushka. 

Not for that, did they ? I heard it was agin the law; 

Makarka. 
Thats' it. It's agin the law to sell liquor. 

Marfutka. 

I wouldn't let them. I'd stop all liquor. That's noth 
ing. And he beats up everybody. 
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Pavlushka. 

(Го Makarka.) That's funny what you say. Let's ask 
teacher to-morrow. He knows evcr3rthing. 

Makakka. I 

Go ahead and ask. 



Next morning. Prokhor, Makarka's father, has had 
kis sleep and is now sober, Makarka's mother, with swollen 
face and a black eye, is mixing dough. Pavlushka is in 
the school house. The children have not yet assembled. 
The Teacher is sitting on the porch, smoking a pipe, while 
the children pass into the school, 

Pavlushka. 

{To the Teacher.) Tell me, Evgheni Semenitch*), is it 
true what I heard last night that the Tsar sells liquor and 
that Akulina was put in jail for doing the same thing? 

Teacher. 

That's a silly question, and whoever told you that is 
a fool. The Tsar does not sell anything. That's why he 
Is Tsar. And Akulina was put in prison because she traded 
in liquor without license, causing a loss of revenue to the 
state treasury. 

Pavlushka. 

Why a loss ? 



•) Eugene, son of Simeon. The use of a Christian name with 
tbe patronymic is a respectful form of address. 
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Teacher. 

Because there is an excise tax on liquor. It costs the 
state treasury two roubles a gallon and it is sold for eight 
roubles and forty a gallon. And this difference is a revenue 
for the state. And it is a very large revenue, about seven 
hundred million roubles. 

Pavlushka. 
Then the more liquor they drink, the more revenue? 

Teacher. 

Surely. Without this revenue we should not have 
means to keep up troops, schools or anything that the 
people need. 

Pav^lushka. 

But if all people need these things, why not take 
money direct fcr these things, why make them buy liquor? 

Teacher. 

Why liquor? Because that's the way the law reads. 
Well, children, з'ои'ге all here now, take your seats. 
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9. ON CAPITAL PUNISHMENT. 



Pyotr Petrovitch, a professor; Maria Ivanovna, his 
"tijife, sewing; Fedya, their son, p years old, listening to the 
conversation. Ivan Vasilyevitch, military judge advo- 
cate, 

Ivan Vasilyevitch. 

We cannot fly in the face of history. We have seen it 
not only in post- revolutionary France, and in various 
othet crises in history, but we see it right now at home, 
that elimination, or the cutting off of diseased and danger- 
ous members of society, attains its purpose. 

Pyotr Petrovitch. 

No, we cannot know this, we cannot know the full 
chain of effects, and it does not justify exceptional meas- 
ures. 

Ivan Vasilyevitch. 

Neither have we a right to assume that the effects of 
exceptional measures will be bad, and if they should turn 
out bad, that the cause thereof lies in the exceptional 



Pyotr — ^Peter, Petrovitch воп of Peter. 

Fedya — diminutive for Feodor (Teddy — Theodore). 

Ivan Vasilyevitch — John, son of Basil. 
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measures. That's point number one. In the second place, 
deterring measures cannot fail to have their effect upon 
people who have lost all semblance to human beings and 
have been transformed into beasts. In what other way 
than by deterring, can you act upon such people as that man 
v/ho the other day calmly butchered an old lady and three 
children for the sake of a theft of three hundred roubles ? 

Pyotr Petrovitch. 

But I do not deny capital punishment in general, 
merely the extraordinary court martial tribunals which so 
frequently impose it. If these frequently occurring ex- 
ecutions did really act as a deterrent, but they have a cor- 
lupting influence: they accustom people to exhibit indif- 
ference to the thought of slaying other human be'ngs. 

Ivan Vasilyevitch. 

Here again we do not know the ultimate effects, but 
knowing the beneficial character of 

Pyotr Petrovitch. 
Beneficial, indeed ! 

Ivan Vasilyevitch. 

Yes, the beneficial character of the immediate effects» 
we have no right to deny it. How should society fail to 
visit a retributive penalty upon such a villain as. . . . 

Pyotr Petrovitch. 
Then is society to wreak vengeance? 
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Ivan Vasilyevitch. 

Not to wreak vengeance, but substitute in the place 
of private vengeance a public retribution. 

Pyotr Petrovitch. 

But then it must be visited within the well-defined 
limits of legal forms and not by extraordinary measures. 

Ivan Vasilyevitch. 

Public retribution replaces that accidental, exaggerated, 
unlawful, sometimes baseless and erroneous application of 
vengeance to which a private individual might resort. 

Pyotr Petrovitch. 

(Hotly.) Then in your opinion this retribtution is visited 
now without any element of chance, is always well-found- 
ed, is never applied erroneously? No, Г11 never admit 
that. No arguments of yours will convince me, nor any- 
body else that these extraordinary measures, which have led 
to thousands of executions, and are calling for still more, 
are rational, lawful and beneficial. (Rises and paces the 
floor in agitation.) 

Fedya. 

(To his mother,) Mama, what is papa arguing about? 

Maria Ivanovna. 

Papa thinks it's wrong to have so many death pen- 
alties. 

Fedya. 

Does it mean killing people dead? 
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Maria Ivanovna. 
Yes. He thinks it should not be done so often. 

Fedya. 

(Crosses over to his father,) Papa, don't the Ten Com- 
mandments say : Thou shalt not kill ? Then it means not 
to kill at all. 

Pyotr Petrovitch. 

{Smiling.) That refers to something else, not to what we 
are talking about, it means that one man should not kill 
another. 

Fedya. 

But death penalty is killing a man, isn't it? 

Pyotr Petrovitch. 

Of course, but we must understand when such a thing 
is allowed. 

Fedya. 
When is it allowed? 

Pyotr Petrovitch. 

Well, how should I explain it to you ? Well, take war, 
for instance, or a wicked man who kills many people. How 
is he to be left unpunished? 

Fedya. 



give? 



But the Gospel says to love everybody and to for- 
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Pyotr Petrovitch. 
That would be fine, if it could be done. But it can't. 

Fedya. 
Why not? 

Pyotr Petrovitch. 

Because. (Turning to Ivan Vasilyevitch, who has 
'^een listening to Fedya with a smile.) And so, my dear 
Ivan Vasilyevitch, I cannot admit the benefit of extra- 
ordinary measures and ':ourts martial. 
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10. ON PRISONS. 



Semka {13) ; Aksyutka (io) ; Mitka (io) ; Pal- 
ASHKA (p) ; Vanka (8) ; resting near a well. 

Aksyutka. 

Lordy, did auntie Matrena take on! And the kids, 
too. First one would start screaming, then the others chime 
in. 

Vanka. 

What are they bawling about? 

Palashka. 

What are they bawling about? They went and took 
their pop to jail. Why shouldn't they bawl? 

Vanka. 
Why to jail? 

Aksyutka. 

God only knows. They come and say 'get ready', then 
they take him away, and off they go. We saw everything. 



Semka, Aksyutka, Mitka, Palasha, Vanka, are peasant dimmu* 
tives for Simeon, Xenia, Demetrius, Pelag^ia and John. 
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Semka. 

They took him, 'cause why steal horses? They did 
away with Demkin's mare; Krasnov's was their job too. 
Our own mottled mare went the same way, I guess. Do 
you want folks to pat them on the head for that? 

Aksyutka. 

That's true. But I'm sorry for the kids. There's four 
of'em. And so poor — ^no bread to eat They was over tO 
our house to-day. 

Semka. 
Don't steal, then. 

MiTKA. 

It was him that stole, not the kids. Why should they 
starve? 

Semka. 
Don't steal. 

MiTKA. 

It wasn't the kids, I tell you, but him. 

Semka. 

Always the kids, the kids. Why didn't he do what's 
right? Just 'cause he's got a lot o'kids, he's no license to 
steal, has he? 

Vanka. 

What will they do to him in jail? 
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Aksyutka. 
He'll sit, that's all. 

Vanka. 

Will they give him to eat? 

Semka. 

That's why they're so bold, dam'd hoss thieves. He's 
not scared of jail. Full board, just sit and have a good 
time. If I was Tsar I'd know what to do with these hoss 
thieves. I'd give them a lesson. What do they care about 
jail? They sit around with other thieves. Learn one another 
new tricks to steal. Gran'pa says Petrukha was a good 
fellow till he went to jail, and when he came out he was 
a devil. That's when it started. . . 

Vanka. 
Then why do they put them in jail? 

Semka. 
You go and ask. 

Aksyutka. . 
They'll put him in jail with full board... 

Semka. 
(Interrupting.) To learn more deviltry. 

Aksyutka. 
And the kids with their ma starving to death. Vm 
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sorry for them, they're neighbors. What can you do with 
'em? They come for bread, we сапЧ refuse. 

Vanka. 
Then why do they put people in jail? 

Semka. 
What would you do with 'em? 

Vanka. 
What? Something. . . I don't know. . some way. 

Semka. 

Yes, some way, but how you don't know. Smarter 
people than you don't know. 

Palashka. 
But I think if I was now the Tsar's wife. . . . 

Aksyutka. 
{Laughing.) Well, Tsar's wife, what'd you do? 

Palashka. 

I'd do so that nobody'd steal and the kids shouldn't 
starve. 

Aksyutka, 
How? 



-..>4 
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Pal ASH к A. 

I'd try so as to givt everybody what he needs, to hurt 
robody, to make everybody live good. 

Semila. 

Hurrah for the Tsar's wife ! And how would you do 
it? 

Palashka. 



I'd just do it. 



MiTKA. 



Let's walk through the birch wood, where it's diick. 
The girls got a lot there the other day. 

Semka. 

All right, let's go, kids. And you, Tsar's wife, don't 
spill your mushrooms, you're too speedy. 

,{They rise and leave.) 
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11. ON WEALTH. 



A porch. Father, Mother, Daughter aiui six-year- 
old boy Vassya at tea. Older children playing tennis on the 
ct)urt just beyond. A young Tramp approaches the porch. 

Father. 
{To Tramp.) What do you want? 

Tramp. 

(Bowing.) You can easily tell, sir. I'm out of work. No 
clothes, nothing to eat. I was over in Moscow and am 
making my way home. Help a poor fellow, sir. 

Father. 
Why arc you poor? 

Tramp. 
Why, indeed! Because of need. 

Father. 
If you cared to work, you wouldn't be poor. 



Vass'-ya-— diminutive for Vaseili— Baail. 
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Tramp. 

Vd be glad to work, only there is no work. Every- 
thing is shut down. 

Father. 
Why do other people work, and you have no job? 

Tramp. 

Believe me, sir, I would be only too glad to work. But 
I can't find employment. Have a heart, sir! I haven't had 
a thing to eat for two days. 

Father. 

(Looking into his purse, to his wife.) Aves vous de la 
petite monnaie? Je n'ai que des assignats*) 

Mother. 

(To Vassya.) Look in my bag on the table near the bed, 
I've a purse there, fetch it, there's a dear. 

(Vassya has not heard his mother and iv 
watching the Tramp as though fascinated.) 

Mother. 
Vassya, did you hear me? (Pulls his sleeve.) Vassya! 

Vassya. 

What IS It, mama? 

(Mother repeats her instructions.) 



•) Have you any imall change? I have nothing but bills. 
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Vassya. 

{^Jumps to his feet.) Right a\va\, mama. {Exit, watching 
the Tramp.) 

Father. 

Wait a moment. (Tramp steps aside. Father, in 
French, to Mother.) It's appalling, the number of men 
who are out of work. True, it's nothing but laziness, yet 
it's just the same dreadful if this man is really starving. 

Mother. 

It's an exaggeration. They say it's just as bad abroad. 
J read that there were 100,000 people out of work in New 
\ ork alone. Will you have a little more tea ? 

Father. 

Yes, please, but don't make it quite so strong. {Lights 
a cigar. Pause.) 

{The Tramp looks at them fixedly, shakes 
his head, clears his throat as to direct at- 
tention to himself. Vassya, meanwhile, has 
come in on the run zvith the purse and look- 
ing all around for the Tramp, hands the 
purse to his mother, and fixes his gaze again 
upon the visitor.) 

Father. 

{Fetching a ten-kopek piece from the purse.) So, here, now, 
take this. 

Tramp. 

{Doffs his hat, bows, takes the coin.) Thank you, much 
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obliged even for this. And thank you for having compas- 
sion with a man who is down and o«t. 

Father. 

Гт mainly sorry though that you won't work. If you 
worked, you would not be in this poverty-stricken condi- 
tion. He who works shall not want. 

TSAlfP. 

(Pocketing the coin, puts on his hat, turns about and walks 
away.) It's a true saying: Toil makes you humpbacked, 
but not rich.*) 

Vassya. 

What did he say? 

Father. 

It's the stupid peasant saying — ^work makes you hump- 
backed, but not rich. 

Vassya. 

That isn't true, is it? 

Father. 

He means that working hard you'll become a hunch- 
back, but can't become wealthy. 

Vassya. 

That isn't true, is it? 



*) An old Buseian poverb indioating that the masset шгф 
doomed to constant toil. 
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Father. 

Of course not. Those who, like him, will tramp from 
place to place and will not work, must remain poor. Only 
those are well to do who will work. 

Vassya. 
But why are you rich and don't work? 

Mother. 
{Laughs.) What makes you think that papa does not work? 

Vassya. 

I don't know, but we are very rich, and then papa 
ought to do a terrible lot of work. But he doesn't, does he? 

Father. 

There are different kinds of work. Perhaps I do work 
that not many people can do. 

Vassya. 
And what is your worb? 

Father. 
Well, my work is to feed, clothe and teach you all 

Vassya. 

But his is the same. Then why should he go around 
/lire that, and we. . . 
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Father. 
^^Laughing.) Here's a self-made little socialist. 

Mother. 

Yes, they say a fool can ask more questions than a 
thousand wise men can answer. One might well say the 
same thing about a child, — not a fool, but a child 
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12. ON LOVING THOSE WHO DESPITE- 
FULLY USE YOU. 



Mash A (lo) and Vanya (8). 

Masha. 

I was thinking if ony mama came right back and took 
us with her, we could all go first to the Passage"^), and then 
to Nastya's. Wouldn't you like to go? 

Vanya, 
I should Uke to have the same as yesterday. 

Masha. 

And what was yesterday ? Only that Grisha beat you 
up and then the two of you had a cry Г What was the 
[.^ood of that? 

Vanya. 

It was very good. It was so good that nothing could 
be better. And that's what I want to-day. 



Masha, Vanya, Nastya, Grisha are diminutives for Mary, John, 
Anastasia and Gregory. 

*) Shopping district of Moscow. 
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Masha. 
That's too much for me. 

Vanya. 

Well, Г11 explain to you, just what I want. You re- 
member last Simday, Uncle Pavel Ivanovitch? Oh, how 
I love Ыщ. 

Masha. 

Everybody loves him. Mother says he is a saint And 
it's the truth. 

Vanya. 

You remember last Sunday he told us the story of a 
man whom everybody treated bad, and the more they hurt 
him, the more he loved them ? They scold him, and he praises 
them. They beat him, and he helps them. Uncle said 
that if we acted like that, it would be fine for everybody. 
I liked it and wanted to try it. So when Grisha hit me yes- 
terday I remembered it, and gave him a kiss, and he cried. 
And I felt good. But I made a mistake with nurse yes- 
terday, she scolded me, and I forgot and sassed her. And 
I want to try the same as I did to Grisha. 

Masha. 
Then you want somebody to hit you? 

Vanya. 

Yes, I do, indeed. And I'd do the same as I did to 
Grisha. And I'd feel happy right away. 
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Masha. 

Such nonsense ! You've always been silly, and you're 
silly now. 

Vanya. 

All right, let me be silly, but I know now what to do 
to feel always happy. 

Masha. 

You're a terrible dunce. And docs it really always 
make a person happy? 

Vanya. 

Yes, very happy. 
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13. ON THE POWER OF THE PRESS. 



Study Room. 

VoLODYA, high school boy, (14), doing home work; 
SoNYA, (13), writing; Porter comes in with a heavy load 
on his back, followed by Misha, {8). 

Porter. 

Where shall I stow this mess away, sir? My, but it's 
a heavy load ! 

Volodya. 

Where did they tell you to put it? 

Porter. 

Vassily Timofeyevitch*) said to put it in the study 
room until he came himself. 

Volodya. 

Well, drop it then in the corner. {Still reading. The 
Porter deposits the load with a sigh.) 



Volodya — 'diminutive for Vladimir. 
Sonya — diminutive for Sopliia. 
Misha — diminutive for Mikhail — Michael. 
*) Basil, son of Timothy. 
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SONYA. 

What is that? 

VOLODYA, 

Back numbers of the "Truth" a newspaper. 

SoNYA. 

What a big load ! 

VOLODYA. 

Back numbers for a whole year, 

MiSHA. 

Did somebody write all that? 

Porter. 
Well, whoever wrote it all found it no vacation. 

VOLODYA. 

{Laughing.) How did you say that? 

Porter. 

Just so. Writing that was no vacation. So I'll be 
going, please tell them Tve brought the stuff over. {Exit.) 

SONYA. 

What does papa want with all these old papers? 

VoLODYA. 

He wants to pick out Bolshakov's articles. 
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SONYA. 

And uncle Mikhail Ivanovitch says Bolshakov's articles 
make him sick. 

VOLODYA. 

That's iincle's ideas. He reads only "True Facts for 
AUr 

MiSHA. 

Is uncle's **True Facts^* as much as that? 

SONYA. 

Still more. This paper has been out one year, and the 
other one has been issued for twenty years. 

MiSHA. 

Twenty times as much as this? 

SoNYA. 

(Trying to impress Misha.) That's nothing. These are 
only two newspapers, and there are at least thirty or more. 

VOLODYA. 

(Without raising his head.) 530 in Russia alone, and tak- 
ing papers abroad, there are thousands of them. 

Misha. 
Couldn't put them all In this room? 

VoLODYA. 

In this room? Why they would fill up the street. But 
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\ 



don't bother me, please. I'll have to recite to-morrow and 
you come wi*^ your foolish questions. {Returns to his 
studying.) 

MiSHA. 

And I think it's foolish to write so much. 

SONYA. 

Why? 

MiSHA. 

Because if it's the truth, it should be all alike, and if 
it isn't, they shouldn't fib. 

SoNYA. 
That's a great dictum. 

MiSHA. 

But why do they write such a terrible lot? 

VOLODYA. 

(Looking up.) Because if it wasn't for the freedom of the 
press, how would people know where is the truth? 

MiSHA. 

Papa says the truth is in the ''Truth'' and tmcle says 
the "Truth'' makes him sick. How can they tell where is 
the truth, iathe ''Truth" or in "True pacts^'f 

SoNYA. 

He's rigfit. Tfiere are too many books and magazines 
and newspapers. 
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VOLODYA. 

There's woman for you! How thoughtless! 

SONYA. 

I say there are too many of them, nobody can tell . . . 

VOLODYA. 

Every person has his reason and should be able to 
j udge where is the truth. 

MiSHA. 

Then everybody can figure it out for himself. 

VoLODYA. 

Well, there you've gone and figured it out with your 
own reason. But now please go away and leave me un- 
(listuibed. 
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14. ON REMORSE. 



VoLYA, (8), standing in the corridor with an empty 
plate in his hands, in tears. Fedya, .(/o), comes running 
in and stops. 

Fedya. 

Mama sent me to find you. What are you crying 
about? Did you take the dessert to nurse? {Notices the 
empty plate and whistles.) Where is the dessert? 

VOLYA. 

I w-w- wanted it . . and I ate it . . . by accident. 

Fedya. 

Never took it to nurse at all? That's a great trick. 
And mama thought you'd be glad to take it over to nurse 

VOLYA. 

I was glad, but suddenly, by accident (Crying.) 

Fedya. 
You tasted it and ate it up? That's rich! {Laughs.} 



Voljra— diminutive for Vladimir. 
Fedya — diminutive for Theodore. 
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VOLYA. 



It's fine for you to laugh, but how shall I tell her? I 
can't go to nurse, I can't go to mama. 

Fedya. 

Well, you're out of luck, all right. So you ate it all 
up, eh? it's no use crying, you've got to think. 

VoLYA. 

What can I think? What shall I do? 

Fedya. 

That's serious. {Trying hard not to laugh.) 

(Pause.) 

VOLYA. 

What shall I do? I'm lost. (Sobs.) 

Fedya. 

Why take it so much to heart? Don't bawl. Simply 
go and tell mama that you've given it to nurse, 

VoLYA. 

That would make it worse. 

Fedya. 
Well then 'fess up to nurse. 

VOLY A. 

How can I? 
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Fedya. 

Listen^ you wait here awhile, and I'll run over to 
nurse and tdl her; she's not so mean. 

VOLYA. 

No, don't; but how can I tell her? 

Fedya. 

Nonsense. Well, you made a mistake, what's to be 
done? I'll tell her. 

VOLYA. 

Fedya, Fedya, wait. . He's gone. I only tasted it and 
I don't know how I did it, but I ate it up. What can I 
do now? (Sobbing.) 

(Fedya returns.) 

Fedya. 

Stop bawling. I told you nurse would forgive you. 
All she said was "The poor dear!" 

VoLYA. 

Isn't she angry? 

Fedya. 

Not a bit of it. "That dessert! I would have given 
it to him anyway." that's what she said. 

VOLYA. 

I didn't mean to do it. (Crying again.) 
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Fedya. 

Well, what's the matter now? We shan't tell mama, 
and nurse has forgiven you. 

VOLYA. 

Yes, nurse has forgiven me, she's good and kind, but 
I'm mean, very mean and wicked, and that's why I am 
crying. 
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15. ON ART- 



Footman, Housekeeper and Natasha {8), 

Footman. 

{With a tray in his hands.) Cream for the tea and some 
rum, please. 

Housekeeper. 

(Knitting a stocking and counting.) 22, 23.. • 

Footman. 
Avdotya Vasilyevna, did you hear me? 

Housekeeper. 

I heard you, I heard you, a moment please. I can't 
tear myself in two. {To Natasha.) Wait a moment, 
dear, Г11 get you some plum jelly. And Г11 give you the 
cream right away. {Pouring the cream.) 

Footman. 

{Sitting down.) Well, that was a great show. It's a sin 
to waste money on such things. 



Natasha, diminutive for Natalia. 
Avdotya, corrupted form of Eudokia. 
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Housekeeper. 

Ah, you were at the theatre last night? Came home 
very late? 

Footman. 

Opera lets out very late. I was waiting, and waiting, 
and waiting, and then they let me in to see the end of the 
show. It was funny. 

(Pantry boy Pavel comes in with the 
cream and stops to listen,) 

Housekeeper. 
Opera, that's singing? 

Footman. 

Singing, nothing! They just open the mouth and bawl. 
No sense to it at all. "I love her very much," says he, and 
yells about it, no sense to it at all. Next thing they do 
in raise Cain and fight and then they go off and sing again. 

Housekeeper. 
They say the subscription is very expensive. 

Footman. 

Our box costs three hundred roubles for twelve 
shows, I hear. 

Pavel. 

(Shaking his head.) Three himdred roubles? Who gets 
all this money? 
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Footman. 

Who gets it ? Why, the singers. They say one singer 
there gets fifty thousand roubles a year. 

Pavel. 

I'm not talking about thousands. But even three 
hundred roubles. What a lot of money that is in the vill- 
age. Some of us work a lifetime and never get three 
hundred, not even a himdred together. 

(Nina, a high school girl, comes into 
the pantry room.) 

Nina. 

Is Natasha here? Where did you get to? Mama is 
looking for you. 

Natasha. 

{Eating her jelly.) Right away. 

Nina. 

(To the Pantry Boy.) What did you say about hundred 
roubles ? 

Housekeeper. 

Semen Nikolayevitch {she points to the Footman) 
was to the theatre and heard them sing and says how 
some singers drew big pay, and Pavel was surprised. Is 
it true, Miss, that some singfers get twenty-five thousand 
roubles? 

Nina. 

Even mone. One singer was invited to America at 
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150,000 roubles. But that isn't all. I read in the paper 
yesterday that a musician got twenty-five thousand roubles 
damages for a nail on his iinger. 

Pavel. 
Newspaper talk, Miss. How can it be true? 

Nina. 
{Amused) I'm telling you the truth. 

Pavel. 
For a finger nail, Miss? 

Natasha. 

But why? 

Nina. 

Because he plays the piano and is insured. So if 
«nything happens to his hand and he can't play, the com- 
pany pays him damages. 

Pavsl. 
Good Lord! 

{Enter Senetchka, a high-school boy.Q 

Senetchka*). 

A regular meeting, I see. What's the debate about? 

(Nina tells him.) 



*) Diminutive for Arseniui. 
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Senetchka. 

(Proudly.). That's nothing at all about the finger nail. In 
Paris a ballet dancer insured her feet for 200,000 roubles. 
In case she sprains her ankle and can't dance. 

Footman. 
That's the kind that work barefoot, by your leave? 

Pavel. 
You call that work? A shame to take the money. 

Senetchka. 

That's something few can do well, and it takes year" 
of learning. 

Pavel. 

Learning? Is it learning something good to learn to 
twist your legs? 

Senetchka. 

You don't understand this. Art is a great thing. 

Pavel. 

And I think it's nonsense, wasting money on tom- 
foolery. If people had to work for it as hard as wc, 
there'd be no ballet dancers or singers. They're not worth 
a copper. Well, what's the use? 

Senetchka. 

What ignorance! Beethoven, Viardeau, and Raphael 
are nonsense to him! 
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Natasha. 
And I think he is right. 

Nina. 
Come on, let's go. 
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16. ON SCIENCE. 



Two high-school boys: one (i^) taking the scientific 
course, another {i6) taking the classic course, and a pair 
of twins, VoLODYA and Petrusha (8), brothers of the 
classic. 

SaENTisT. 

What do I need Latin and Greek for, if anything 
that's good or important in these languages has been trans- 
lated into modern tongues? 

Classic. 

You can never hope to understand the Iliad unless 
you read it in Greek. 

Scientist. 

But I don't have to read it, and what's more I don't 
care to. I 

VOLODYA. 

What's Iliad? 

Scientist. 
It's a fairy tale. 



Volodya — diminutive for Vladimir. 
Petnuba— ^diminutive for Peter (Petie) 
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Classic. 

That may be, but it's the only one of its kind in the 
world. 

Petrusha. 
And what makes it so good? 

Scientist. 
Nothing, it's a mere fairy tale. 

Classic. 

Only you'll never understand antiquity without know- 
ing such fairy tales. 

Scientist» 

It's a supersitition same as religion taken as a sub- 
ject of school instruction. 

Classic. 

{Hotly,) Religion is lies and fraud, but this is history and 
wisdom. 

VOLODYA. 

Is religion lies? 

Classic. 

What are you youngsters, hanging around for, any- 
way? You don't understand these things. 

Twins. 
(Offended.) Why don't we understand? 
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VOLODYA. 

Ptrhaps we understand better than you think. 

Classic. 

All right, all right, only don't interfere in the con- 
versation, sit still. {To the Scientist.) You say that dead 
languages are not applicable to Ufe. But the same thing 
may be said of bacteriology, chemistry, physics and as- 
tionomy. Why should you know the distances between 
stars and their dimensions and all these utterly useless 
details ? 

Scientist. 

Why useless? They're very useful. 

Classic. 

For what? 

Scientist. 

For what? For everything. Take navigation for in- 
stance. 

Classic. 

You don't need astronomy for that. 

Scientist. 

But how about practical applications to agriculture, 
medicine, industry? 

Classic. 

The aame knowledge is applied in the making of 
bombs, in waging war, and by revolutionists. If knowl- 
edge made people live better 
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Scientist. 
Do classical sciences make people better? 

VOLODYA. 

What sciences do make people better? 

Classic. 

I told you not to interfere in your elders' conversa- 
tions. You're always talking nonsense. 

VoLODYA and Petrusha. 

{In unison.) No, nonsense, we want to know what science 
makes people better. 

Scientist. 

There is no science like that. Such things everybody 
must do for himself. 

Classic. 

What's the use of talking with them? They don't 
understand a thing. 

Scientist. 

Why not? Such things, Volodya, are not taught in 
classical schools. 

VOLODYA. 

Then if they are not taught, what's the use of learn- 
ing tilings? 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



WISDOM OF CHILDREN 7b 

Petrusha. 
When we grow up we shall not learn useless things. 

VOLODYA. 

But we'll learn how to live better. 

Classic. 

{Laughing.) There's a pair of wise men, the/ve discov- 
ered something. 
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17. ON GOING TO LAW. 



Peasant, his Wife, his Gossip*), Fedor, his son, 
(/p), Petka, another son (p). 

Peasant. 

(Entering his hut, taking off his overcoat.) Stormy day, 
had a hard time getting here. 

Wife. 
It's a long way, too. Guess nigh on fifteen verst? 

Peasant. 

Nearer twenty. {To his son Fedor). Put the mare 
away. 

Wife. 
Well, did the court decide for us? 

Peasant. 
Like hell it did. Can't make head or tail of it 

Gossip. 
What's it all about, gossip? I can't make it out. 



*) A peculiar relationship reco^ized by the BuisiAn ehmreh 
entered into with the parents of a child by acting as sponsor At 
the baptism of the infant. 
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Peasant. 

Why, Averian got hold of my orchard and kep' it 
goin' on two years, and I can't put him out. 

Wife. 
We've had it in the courts for two years. 

Gossip. 

I know, I know. Last Lent you had it in the village 
court and you won. 

Peasant. 

That's right, but Averian took it to the county court, 
and the county court sends it down again for re-trial. So 
I go up to the judges, and they give the case to me. But that 
wasn't the end, he takes it up again, and they let him win. 
Wise judges, I must say. 

Wife. 
What now? 

Peasant. 

Well, he can't keep my property, I'll take it to a 
higher court. I've talked with a lawyer about it. 

Gossip. 
Well, if he wins in the higher court, what then? 

Peasant. 

I'll go still higher. I'll sell my last cow, but I'll not 
give in to that fat devil. 
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Gossip. 

Trouble, trouble, nothing but trouble — ^tfaat's what you 
get from the law. And if he wins there, what then? 

Peasant. 

I'll go to the Tsar himself. But I must go and give 
the mare some hay. (Exit) 

Рётка. 

And if the Tsar goes against him, where oan he go 
hi|^er? 

Wife. 

After the Tsar there's nobody. 

Petka. 

How comes it some judge for Averian, some for 
daddy? 

Wife. 
Because they don't know themselves who's right. 

Petka. 
Why go to them if they dont know? 

Wife. 
Because we don't want to give up what's ours. 

Petka. 
And when I grow up, if I have a quarrd witK some- 
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body, we'll draw lots to see who wins. Whoever wins, 
that's the end. Akulka and I always do that way. 

Gossip. 

What do you think, gossip? There's sense to that, I 
swan. It'd save a lot of sin. 

Wife. 

Sure enough. And the expense of it, the orchard 
ain't worth it. Oh, but' it's a sin and a shame! 
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18. ON CRIMINAL PROSECUTION. 



Grishka {12); Semka (10); TisHKA (13). 

TiSHKA. 

That's what you get for sneaking into another man's 
barn. They'll stick him in jail, and the next time he will 
be afraid. 

Semka. 

It wouldn't be so bad if he deserved it, but grandpa 
Mikita*) says Mitrophan is in jail for nothing. 

TiSHKA. 

How for nothing? Won't they do a thing to the man 
v/ho sent him up? 

Grishka. 

They won't pat him on the head if he did not judge 
right. He can be punished too. 

Semka. 
Who will punish him? 



Grishka, Semka, Tishka, diminutives for Grigory (Gregory), 
8imeon and Tikhon. 

*) Corrupted form for Nikita (Nicetas). 
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TiSHKA. 

Whoever is above him. 

Semka. 

And who is above him? 

TiSHKA. 

Government. 

Semka. 

And if tlie government makes a mistake? 

Grishka. 

There's alius someone higher up. And they can be 
punished too. That's what the Tsar is for. 

Semka. 

And if the Tsar makes a mistake, who'll punish him? 

TiSHKA. 

Who'll punish him? Who'll punish him? Why... 

Grishka. 
God will punish him. 

Semka. 

Then let God punish him who breaks into the bam. 
Let God alone punish everybody who's done wrong. God 
can't make a mistake. 
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TiSHKA. 

Seems that's impossible. 

Semka. 
Why? 

TiSHKA. 

'Cause. . . . 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



/ 



19. ON PROPERTY. 



Old Carpenter repairing a porch railing; Rich Boy 
(7), watching him interestedly. 

Rich Boy. 
How nice you work. What's your name? 

Old Carpenter. 

My name? When I was a kid they called me Khrol- 
ka, nowadays I am Khrol, and by my father Khrol 
Savitch. 

Rich Boy. 

How nice you work, Khrol Savitch* 

Old Carpenter. 

Work must be done nicely. Why should a man tv 
out poor work? 

Rich Boy. 

And have you got a porch of your own? 

Old Carpenter. 
(Laughing.) You mean us? Oh, we've got a porch with- 
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out windows and doors, when you step in, you're outdoors. 
That's the kind of a porch we've got. 

Rich Boy. 

You're making fun of me. I mean it. Have you got 
a porch like this? I'm not joking. . . 

Old Carpenter. 

Laddie, laddie, my dear. . . a porch! What sort of a 
porch can we have ? We're lucky to have a roof over our 
heads, let alone a porch. I've beeen trying to put up a 
Kcw roof since spring. I pulled down the old one, and 
can't put up the new one. And now I'm without a roof, 
and the old hut is leaking. 

Rich Boy. 
{In surprise.) How is that? 

Old Carpenter. 

That's how it is. I can't do it. I haven't the strength 
to. 

Rich Boy. 

Why not? Why have yoq no strength? You're 
working for us? 

Old Carpenter. 

I'ni working for you all right, but can't for myself. 

Rich Boy. 
Why? I don't understand that. Explain it to me. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



WISDOM OF CHILDREN 85 

Old Carpenter. 

When you grow up, you'll understand, laddie. I can 
work for you, but can't for myself. 

Rich Boy. 
Why? 

Old Carpenter. 

Because I need lumber and haven't got any. I have 
nothing to buy it with. I'll work for you awhile, your 
mama will pay me, and you might ask her to pay me a 
little more, and Г11 go to the grove and buy five pines for 
the roof, and then I can finish the roof. 

Rich Boy. 
Haven't you got a forest of your own? 

Old Carpenter. 

Ah, we've got forests that you can walk in for three 
days and never come to the end. The only trouble is they 
don't belong to us. 

Rich Boy. 

And mama says that she is most worried about our 
forest, nothing but troubles from that forest. 

Old Carpenter. 

That's where the whole trouble lies. Your mama is 
worried because she has too much forest, and Гт in trouble 
because I have none. There I'm losing time talking to you. 
I won't get any praise for that. 
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Rich Boy. 

When I grow up I'll have it so that everybody has 
the same as I, that everybody has equal shares. 

Old Carpenter. 

Do grow up soon, please. I might have too long to 
\vait. Only look, don't you foi^get. . And where did I put 
that plane? 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



20. ON CHILDREN. 



Lady; her son, High School Boy {14) ; Tanitchka 
(5)» walking in the garden; an Old Peasant Woman. 

Lady. 

What is it, Matrena? 

Old Peasant Woman. 
I'm to your ladyship, ma'am. 

Lady. 
What is it? 

Old Peasant Woman. 

Why, your ladyship, Vm ashamed to say it, but what 
can you do? Your gossip's*) got another baby. She sent 
me to ask you if you won't stand up for this one too. 

Lady. 

Why she had a baby not long ago? 



Tan'-itchka — diminutive for Tatiana. 

*) The woman for whose cLild the lady acted as a god-mother 
at baptism. 
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Old Peasant Woman. 
Yes, ma'am, a year ago last Lent. 

Lady. 
How many grandchildren have you now? 

Old Peasant Woman. 

There's no counting them, ma'am. I'd give half of 
them away. One smaller than the other. It's too bad, re- 
ally. 

Lady. 
How many children has your daughter? 

Old Peasant Woman. 
Seven, ma'am, if the Lord'd only take away a few. . . 

Lady. 
What arc you saying? How can you talk Hke that? 

Old Peasant Woman. 

But what are we to d6? How can I help saying sin- 
ful things, curses on me? But we're .in such need, ma'am. 
Have mercy on us, ma'am, have the child christened. 1 
swear to you, ma'am, God is my witness, not that I have 
no money for the priest, but we haven't bread enough to 
go around. They're all little ones. And the son-in-law is 
away to service. And I'm alone with the daughter. I'm 
old and feeble, and she's always with a baby in her arms 
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or on the way. What sort of work can she do? I'm do- 
ing all the work. And that bunch keeps yelling for some- 
thing to eat. 

Lady. 

So you've really seven? 

Old Peasant Woman. 

May I never draw another breath, seven. The oldest 
girl is beginning to help out a bit, the rcbt are youngsters. 

Lady. 
But why have you that many ? 

Old Peasant Woman. 

What can you do, ma'am? A furlough or a holiday. 
Young blood. And he Uves in town close by. If we were 
a long way off somewhere 

Lady. 

Some complain that they have no children, or that 
their children are dead, and you complain that you have 
too many. 

Old Peasant Woman. 

Too many by far, ma'am. More than we can manage. 
So will you give us hope, ma'am, be a mother to us? 

Lady. 

All right, I've christened the others, Г11 christen this 
cnc too. Is it a boy? 
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Old Peasant Woman. 

A tiny one, ma'am, but healthy for all that. And 
bawls. . When will it please you, ma'am? 

Lady. 
Any time you say. 

(Old Peasant Woman goes off, mum- 
bling her thanks.) 

Tanitchka. 

Mama, why is it some people have children, and others 
haven't? You have, Matrena has, and Parasha hasn't? 



Lady. 

Parasha is single. Babies are bom when people marry. 
They get married, become husband and wife, and babies 
come then. 

Tanitchka. 
Always? 

Lady. 
No, not always. Our chef has a wife, but no babies. 

Tanitchka. 

And can it be done that a person that wants babies 
should have them, and the one who doesn't should have 
none? 

High School Boy. 

You're asking foolish questions. 
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Tanitchka. 

Not foolish at all. I think if Matrena's daughter 
doesn't want any more babies, it could be done that she 
shouldn't have any. Mama, can that be done? 

High School Boy. 
Don't I tell you you're asking foolish questions? You 
don't know what you are talking about. 

Tanitchka. 
Mama, can it be done? 

Lady. 

What should I say ? We don't know that. That comes 
from God. 

Tanitchka. 

Where do babies come from? 

High School Boy. 
From a goat. (Laughs,) 

Tanitchka. 

(Offended.) Nothing to laugh at. I think that if Matrena 
says it's hard to have so many babies, it could be done so 
that she should have none. Look at nurse, she has no babies 
and never had any. 

Lady. 

She's a spinster. She never married. 
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Tanitchka. 

Then all who don't like babies should be like that. 
It's awful to have babies and have no food to give them. 
{Mother and son exchange glances.) When I grow up, Г11 
marry and see that I have one baby boy and one baby girl, 
and no more. Is it right to have babies and not love them? 
P»ut oh, how I will love my own! Am I right, mama? 
I'll go to nurse and ask her. (Exit.) 

Lady. 

(To her son.) As they say — from the mouth of babes comes 
the truth. It's very true what she says. If people realized 
that marriage is a great thing and not a pastime, that people 
should marry nor for their own sake but for the sake of 
the children, such horrors would not exist; there'd be no 
foundlings or castaways, nor would children, as in Matrena's 
case, be a hardship, but a joy. 
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21. ON EDUCATION. 



Porter, polishing door knobs. Katya {j) , playing with 
building blocks. Nikolay (/5), a high-school boy, comes 
in and throws a book into a corner. 

Nikolay. 
To hell with that cursed high-school. 

Porter. 
What's the trouble now ? 

Nikolay. 

A telegraph pole again*). And there will be another 
scene. To hell with them. What do I care for that damned 
geography ? California, indeed ! Why in hell must I know 
about California? 

Porter. 
What will they do to you? 



*) The loweet mark in Russian schools (1). 5 is the highegt 
mark. 
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NiKOLAY. 

Keep me back another year. 

Porter. 
Why don't you try and study up? 

NiKOLAY. 

Why? Because I can't study rot. To hell with every- 
thing! (Throws himself into a chair.) I'll go and tell 
mama that I can't and that's all. Let them do what they 
please, I can't. And if they don't take me out of high- 
school I'll go away myself. I swear I will. 

Porter. 
And where will you go? 

NiKOLAY. 

Away from home. Will hire myself out as a coach- 
man, or porter, anything better than this rot. 

Porter. 

It's hard to be a porter, too. Get up early in the morn- 
ing, chop wood, carry wood, build fires. 

NiKOLAY. 

Whew! (Whistles.) That would be a holiday. Chop- 
ping wood is my favorite occupation. You thought you'd 
scare me? No, but you try studying geography. 

Porter. 
Sure enough. Why do they force you? 
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NiKOLAY. 

You go and ask them. Why? For nothing in the 
world. It's the custom. They think you can't do without it. 

Porter. 

So you can go into government service later, get a 
title and a big salary, like papa, or like uncle. 

NiKOLAY. 

But if I don't want to? 

Katya. 

But if he does not want to? 

{Enter Mother with a note in her 
hand.) 

Mother. 

And the principal has just written me that you have 
tiie lowest marks again. That must not be, Nikolenka,*) 
dear. It must be one or the other. Either you learn or 
you don't. 

NiKOLAY. 

Of course, you're right. Only one of the two, but I 
can't, I can't, I can't. Let me off, for God's sake. I can't 
Jearn. 

Mother. 

Why сапЧ you? 



*) Diminutive for Nicholas. 
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NiKOLAY. 

Just SO. It won't go into my head. 

Mother. 

It doesn't go into your head, because you are thinking 
of other things. YouVe always nonsense in your head. 
Don't keep thinking of nonsense, but give thought to your 
lessons. 

NiKOLAY. 

Mama, I mean it seriously. Let me off. I don't need 
anything, but free me from this terrible study, from this 
penitentiary. I can't. 

Mother. 
But what will you do? 

NiKOLAY. 

That's my business. 

• Mother. 

No, not your business, but mine. I must answer to 
God for you, I must educate you. 

NiKOLAY. 

But if I can't? 

Mother. 

What nonsense, I can't ! I am telling you for the last 
time, as your mother, and I ask you to change your ways 
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and to do what is asked of you. If you will not listen to 
me, I shall haye to adopt other measures. 

NiKOLAY. 

I told you I can't and I won't. 

Mother. 
Nikolay, take care! 

NiKOLAY. 

There is nothing to take care about. Why do you tor- 
ture me? Why won't you understand? 

Mother. 

Don't you dare to talk to me like that! Leave the 
room ! Look out for yourself ! 

Nikolay. 

Г11 go. Гт not afraid of anything. I don't need a 
thing from you. (Runs out, banging the door.) 

Mother. 

(Aside.) He has worn me out. I know where it all comes 
from. He has no mind for the things he ought to attend 
to, his mind is on his dogs and his hens, and foolish things 
like that. "" 

Katya. 
But he says that he can't study. 
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Mother. 
He is talking nonsense. 

ICatya. 
But he does not say that he does not want to do any- 
thing. He only does not want to study geography. He 
wants to work, be a coachman, a porter. 

Mother. 

If he were a porter's son, he could be a porter, but he 
is your father's son and therefore must study. 

Katya. 
But he does not want to. 

Mother. 

That's not enough that he does not want to. He must 
obey. 

Katya. 
But if he can't? 

Mother. 
You had better look out. Don't do as he does. 

Katya. * 

That's just what I want to do. Nothing will make 
me learn what I don't want to. 
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Mother. 
And you'll grow up to be a fool. {Pause.) 

Katya. 

And when I grow up and have children I shall never 
force them to study. If they want to, let them study, if 
not, they won't have to. 

Mother. 
When you grow up, you certainly will not do like that 

Katya. 
Yes, I shall. 

Mother. 
Not when youVe grown up! 

Katya. 
Yes, I shall, yes, I shall, yes, I shall! 

Mother. 
And then you'll be a fool. 

Katya. 
Nurse says that God has need of fools. 



f.'t 
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PART ONE. 



Fedor Mikhailovitch Smokovnikov, department chief 
in a government bureau, a man who was proud of his in- 
corruptible integrity, a morose sort of a liberal politically, 
and not merely a free thinker, but a hater of every man- 
ifestation of religious tendencies, which he regarded as a 
survival of superstition, returned home from his bureau in 
a very bad humor. The governor had written him a very 
stupid letter, from which an inference could be drawn that 
Fedor Mikhailovitch had committed a dishonest act. Fedor 
Mikhailovitch, much annoyed, immediately composed a 
spirited and caustic rejoinder. 

It seemed to Fedor Mikhailovitch that even at home 
everything was going wrong that day. 

It was five minutes to five. He had hoped that dinner 
would be served immediately, but dinner was not ready. 
Fedor Mikhailovitch banged the door and retired to his 
room. Some one knocked at the door. "Who the devil, 
can this be?" he thought, and yelled: 

"Well, who's there?" 

A lad of fifteen, the son of Fedor Mikhailovitch, a 
high-school student of the fifth form, entered the room. 

"What do you want?" 

"This is the first of the month." 

"Well? Does it mean money? 
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It Was arranged between them that on the first of 
each month the father gave his son an allowance of three 
roubles for amusements. Fedor Mikhailovitch frowned, 
pulled out his pocket book, searched among its contents and 
withdrew a coupon of two and a half roubles*), then took 
his coin purse and coimted out fifty kopeks in change. The 
son remained silent and did not reach for the money. 

"Papa, please give me some more money in advance." 

"What's that?" 

"I should not ask you, but I borrowed some money and 
promised to repay it on my word of honor. Being an 
honorable person, I cannot... I need three more roubles... 
Really I should not. beg you unless... Please, papa." 

"I told you once for all.." 

"Yes, papa, but just this once." 

"You receive an allowance of three roubles and you 
are not satisfied. When I was your age I did not get even 
fifty kopeks." 

"All my chums receive more now. Petrov and Ivan- 
itzky get fifty roubles." 

"But I say that if you act this way you will end up 
as a rogue. I told you.." 

"Well, what if you did? Papa, you will never put 
yourself in my place. Why, I shall look like a scoundrel 
now.. It's well enough for you to talk.." 

"Leave the room, you scamp! Get out!" 

Fedor Mikhailovitch jumped to his feet and rushed 
towards his son: 

"Get out of here ! A good whipping is what you need !" 

The son was frightened and embittered, but more 
embittered than frightened. Bowing his head, he swiftly 



*) Coupons of government bonds were formerly used in Eus- 
sia on par with currency. — Translator's note. 
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walked to the door. Fedor Mikhailovitch had no intention 
of whipping him, but pleased with a chance to vent h\s 
wrath, he kept hurling for a long time opprobrious remarks 
in the wake of his son. 

When the maid came in and announced that dinner 
was served, Fedor Mikhaiolvitch rose to his feet once more. 

"At last!" he said, "and I've lost my appetite mean- 
while." 

He went in to dinner with a deep frown on his face. 

At the table his wife tried to start a conversation, but 
he snapped out so curt and angry a reply that she relapsed 
into silence. The son kept his eyes glued to the plate and 
was also silent. They ate in silence, and as silently rising 
from the table they separated. 

After dinner the high-school lad returned to his room, 
took the coupon and the small change from his pocket and 
threw it on the table, then he doffed his uniform coat and 
put on a jacket*). Then he turned first to a well-thumbed 
Latin grammar, and bolting the door swept the money into 
a drawer, produced some cigarette shells, filled one with 
tobacco, stuffed it with cotton and commenced to smoke. 

For the space of two hours he pored over his gram- 
mar and his copybooks, failing to comprehend anything, 
then he rose and began to pace the floor, stamping his feet, 
as he recalled the scene with his father. His father's 
abusive remarks, and particularly his wrath-disfigured face 
came to his mind as vividly as though he had just seen 
and heard him. "Scamp . . a good whipping is what you 
need . ." And the more his mind dwelt on it, the stronger 
grew his resentment against his father. He remembered 
his father's words : "You will turn cut a rogue. Mark my 



*) Students in Russian high schools and universities wear uni- 
forms. — Translator's note. 
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words. You'll be a rogue if you keep on . ." "It's well 
enough for him to talk. And what crime have I committed? 
I went to the theatre, and having no money I borrowed 
some from Petya Grushetzky. What harm is there in it? 
Another father would have sympathized, would have looked 
into things, but this one can only yell and think of himself. 
When he wants something and can't get it he turns the 
house upside down, but when it comes to me, I'm a rogue ! 
No, though he is my father, I have no love for him. I 
don't know whether they all feel this way towards fathers, 
but I don't love mine." 

The maid knocked at the door. She had a note for 
the boy. 

"An answer is wanted without fail." 

And thi-s is how the note read: 

*'For the third time I ask you to return the sum of six 
roubles which you borrowed from me, but you're always 
trying to wriggle out. Honorable men do not act thus. I 
ask you to send this money instantly per bearer. I am hard 
up myself. Can't you get it? With regards, or contempt, 
according to whether you repay me now or not, your com- 
rade Grushetzky." 

"Just think, such a pig! Can't wait. I'll make another 
attempt." 

Mitya went to his mother. This was his last hope. 
His mother was kind and had never before refused him, 
and she would have helped him this time as usual, but she 
was very much worried over the sudden illness of her two- 
year-old baby Petya. And she was annoytd by Mitya's 
noisy entrance and curtly refused to comply with his re- 
quest. 

He growled an unintelligible reply and started for the 
door. She felt sorry for him and called him back. 
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"Wait, Mitya," she said. "I haven't the money with 
me now, but Г11 get it for you to-morrow." 

But in Mitya's heart still glowed the resentment kin- 
dled by his father. 

"What's the use of it to-morrow, if I need the money 
to-night? I'll go to some friend for it, you may as well 
know it." 

He went out, banging the door. 

"That's all I can do now. He'll tell me where I can 
pawn my watch," he said to himself, feeling the watch in 
his pocket. 

Mitya gathered the coupon and the loose change from 
his desk drawer and putting on his overcoat proceeded to 
the house of his comrade Makhin. 



II. 

Makhin was a high-school student with a mustache. 
He played cards, knew women and had always money in 
his pocket. He lived with an aunt. Mitya knew that 
Makhin was not the right sort, but when in his company, 
he unconsciously yielded to his influence. Makhin was at 
home and was dressing to go to the theatre. His little room 
was filthy but smelled of scented soap and eau-de-cologne. 

"That's the least of your worries, pal," said Makhin 
when Mitya had related his woes to him and showed him 
the coupon for two and half roubles, stating that he needed 
nine roubles. 

"You can pawn your watch, or you can do better still," 
said Makhin winking an eye. 

"How better?" 

"Why, it's a very simple matter." 
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Makhin picked up the coupon. 

"Just put figure I in front of 2.50 and you will have 
12.50." 

"Arc there such coupons?" 

"Why, of course, on 1,000 rouble certificates. I passed 
one like that." 

"You don't mean it!" 

"Well, shall we try?" said Makhin picking up a pen 
and straightening the coupon with the fingers of his left 
hand. 

"But that would be wrong." 

"Nonsense!" 

"Quite right," thought Mitya as he recalled his father's 
abuse. "A rogue. Г11 be a rogue now." He glanced at 
Makhin. Makhin was watching him with a calm smile. 

"Shall I go ahead?" 

"Go ahead." 

Makhin punctiliously drew the figure i. 

"Now we'll go to a shop. There is one on the comer. 
Photographic supplies. I happen to need a frame for this 
little beauty." 

He produced the photograph of a big-eyed young 
woman with a wealth of hair and a magnificent bust. 

"Isn't she a beauty? Hey?" 

"Yes, yes. But how . ." 

"Very simple. Let's go." 

Makhin finished dressing and they left the house to- 
gether. 



in. 



The entrance door of the photograph shop opened with 
a ring. The high-school boys entered and looked about; 
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not a customer was in sight ; an abundance of photographic 
supplies filled the shelves, the glass cases and the counters. 
From a rear door emerged a woman with unattractive, 
though kindly features, and stationing herself behind the 
counter she inquired their pleasure. 

"I want a nice frame, ma'am." 

"About what price?" asked the woman, deftly finger 
ing several frames of various styles with mittened and puff 
jointed hands. "These are worth fifty kopeks each, and 
here are some that are better. There's a very pretty style, 
something new, at one rouble twenty." 

"Let me have this one, then. Is this your best price? 
Alake it a rouble." 

"This is a one-price shop," retorted the lady with 
dignity. 

"All right then," said Makhin, laying the coupon down 
on the counter. "Please wrap up the frame and give me 
my change in a hurry. We're late for the theatre." 

"But you have plenty of time for that," said the lady 
and began to examine the coupon with myopic eyes. 

"Have you no other kind of money?" said the sales- 
woman. 

"That's just it, I haven't. Father gave it to me and 
told me to have it changed." 

"Haven't you one rouble twenty with you in change?" 

"All I have is fifty kopeks. Are you afraid we are 
giving you forged money?" 

"No, not at all . ." 

"Then let me have it back, we'll get it changed else- 
where." 

"How much do you get back?" 

"Eleven roubles and odd kopeks." 

The saleswoman opened the cash drawer, fetched a ten 
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rouble bill and dipping her fingers into the loose change 
bowl, counted out six twenty kopek silver coins and two 
five kopek coppers. 

"Kindly wrap up the frame/' said Makhin picking uq 
the change unhurriedly. 

"Rightaway, sir." 

The saleswoman wrapped up the purchase and tied it 
with a cord. Mitya breathed freely only after the door 
had closed behind them with a ring and they had emerged 
into the street. 

"Well, here you have ten roubles, and Г11 !!:eep the 
change. Г11 pay it back to you." 

Then Makhin proceeded to the theatre and Mitya went 
tc his comrade Grushetzky and paid his debt. 



IV. 

An hour after the high-school boys had left the shop 
the owner returned and commenced to figure up his re- 
ceipts. 

"You clumsy fool! Oh, what a fool!" he yelled at 
his wife as he picked up the coupon and immediately dis- 
covered the forgery. "And why do you take coupons, any- 
way?" 

♦ "IVe seen you take them, dear, right in front of me, 
and they were twelve rouble coupons at that," retorted the 
wife, embarrassed, grieved and ready to burst into tears. 
"I don't know myself how they fooled me," she continued. 
"Two high-school students, one such a handsome young 
man, seemed a perfect gentleman.'' 

"A perfect fool, that's what you are !" the husband con- 
tinued his abuse, but still counting the cash. "When I 
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accept a coupon, I know what is printed on it. But you, 
in your old age, have only eyes for a handsome young 
mug." 

This was too much for the wife to bear and she lost 
her temper. 

"That's thfe man of it! All you know is to condemn 
others. How about your losing 54 roubles in cards the other 
night — ^was that nothing?" 

"That's a different matter entirely." 

"I don't care to talk to you," said the wife and retired 
to her room. Then she recalled with bitterness the reluc- 
tance of her family to consent to her marriage, because 
her husband's state in life was considered below her own, 
and her own insistence on the marriage; she recalled the 
loss of her baby and her husband's indifference and the 
welling up of hatred against him in her heart because of 
that indifference, imtil she felt how good it would have 
been if she had died in the place of the child. But when 
she reached that point she was frightened and hastened to 
dress and to leave the house. When her husband reached 
their apartment she was gone. Without waiting for him 
she dressed and proceeded to the house of a French pro- 
fessor where they had been invited to spend the evening. 



V. 

In the house of the French professor, who happened 
to be a Russian Pole, a gala tea with fancy pastries was 
served, whereupon the company gathered aroimd several 
tables to play Vint*). 



*) A Bussian card game whieb is very similar to Bridge. — 
Translator's note. 
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The wife of the owner of the photograph shop sat 
down with the host, an officer and a deaf old lady, who 
wore a wig and was the widow of a music shop proprietor. 
She was very fond of cards and a keen player. Luck was 
with the abused wife. She had twice made a grand slam. 
Some grapes and a pear reposed on a plate by her side. 
She was in the best of humor. 

"Why is not Evgeni Mikhailovitch here?" asked the 
hostess who was seated at another table. "He can make the 
fifth hand here." 

"He is doubtless delayed with his accounts," said the 
wife of Evgeni Mikhailovitch. "This is the day he settles 
the bills for provisions, fuel and the like." 

And recalling the scene with her husband she frowned ; 
her hands quivered in their wristlets, so angry was she. 

"Speak of the angels," said the host turning to greet 
Evgeni Mikhailovitch who was just entering. "Why so 
late?" 

"Business of various kinds," replied Evgeni Mikhail- 
ovitch in a cheery voice, rubbing his hands. And crossing 
over to his amazed wife he said: 

"Do you know, I got rid of that coupon all right." 

"Did you really?" 

"Yes, I gave it to a mujik for a load of wood." 

And Evgeni Mikhailovitch related to the entire com- 
pany, with much indignation, (his wife supplying the miss- 
ing details) how a pair of dishonest high-school students 
had taken her in. 

"And now to business," he said and seating himself 
at a table, began to shuffle the cards in his turn. 
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VI. 

Evgeni Mikhailovitch, indeed, had passed the coupon 
to Ivan Mironov, a peasant, in payment for fuel wood. 

Ivan Mironov dealt in fuel wood, buying loads of 
wood in the wood yards and peddling it in the city. He 
arranged each load in five lots and sold each lot for the 
price of a quarter load if bought and taken at the wood 
yard. Early that fateful morning Ivan Mironov had taken 
out a load of wood which he succeeded in selling quickly ; 
then he returned for another load, which he hoped to sell 
as readily, but after carting it around in search of a buyer, 
he foimd no one who cared to buy it. Every man he ap- 
proached proved an experienced city resident, thoroughly 
familiar with the tricks of the peasant fuel peddlers and 
refusing to believe that he had just come with the load of 
wood straight from the country. By this time he was 
famished, as well as thoroughly chilled in his worn-out 
sheepskin and ragged undercoat. The temperature towards 
evening was below zero. He had been driving his nag 
without mercy, for he had about decided to sell the mare 
for her hide. The animal stopped and refused to budge. 
Ivan Mironov was ready to dispose of his wood at a loss 
when he met Evgeni Mikhailovitch, who had stepped out 
to buy some tobacco and was now returning home. 

"Buy some wood, sir, Г11 sell it cheap. My nag won't 
budge a step." 

"Where are you from?" 

"From the country, sir. The wood is all ray ewn, good 
and dry." 

"Yes, yes, I know this talk. How much do you want 
for it?" 
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Ivan Mironov named a figure and gradually coming 
down finally sold it at his own original price: 

"Just because I won't have far to go with it, sir," he 
said. 

Evgeni Mikhailovitch did not haggle much, happy to 
think that here was a chance to get rid of his coupon. 
Helping his horse by tugging at the shafts, Ivan Mironov 
barely managed to drag the wagon into the yard, and he 
unloaded it himself, stacking the wood in the shed. The 
yard porter*) was out. Ivan Mironov at first hesitated to 
accept the coupon, but Evgeni Mikhailovitch convinced him 
that it was all right, and since he appeared to be such a 
fine gentleman, he finally agreed to take it. 

Entering the servants' room from the rear porch, Ivan 
Mironov crossed himself, squeezed the icicles out of his 
beard, turned back the folds of his coat, fished out a leather 
purse, withdrew the sum of eight rubles and fifty kopeks 
which was the change due, carefully wrapped the coupon 
in a piece of paper and put it in his purse. 

After duly thanking his customer, Ivan Mironov pro- 
ceeded to a tea house; his wagon was now empty, and he 
used assiduously his whip handle goading on the scraggy 
animal that was doomed soon to be flayed and was barely 
able to move its legs. 

In the tea house Ivan Mironov ordered tea and liquor 
for the sum of eight kopeks. Before long, thawed up and 
even perspiring, he was in the best of humor and started 
a conversation with a yard porter who had sat down at his 
table. He grew quite communicative and told his com- 
panion all about himself. He related to him that he was 
a native of the village Vassilievskoye, about twelve versts 



*) Each apartment building in Bussia is in charge of a dvor- 
nik, or yard porter. 
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from the city, that he had been paid for the share of his 
patrimony by his father and brothers, and was now living 
in the city, with his wife and two children, the elder of 
whom was going to school and was vmable as yet to help 
out. He told him also that his family lived in lodgings, 
that next morning he expected to sell his nag for the worth 
of its carcass and would have to see about finding another 
horse to buy. He added that he had saved about twenty 
four roubles, half of which sum was in the shape of a 
coupon. He produced the coupon and showed it to the 
yard porter. The porter was illiterate, but informed him 
that he had frequently changed such money for the tenants 
and that it seemed all right, but warned him that there 
were also counterfeits about and he advised him to change 
it in the tea house, in order to be on the safe side. Ivan 
Mironov handed the coupon to the waiter and ordered 
him to bring back the change, but the waiter brought back 
no change, and in his place came the bald-headed clerk 
with a shiny face, holding the coupon in a soft flabby hand. 
"Your money is no good," he said pointing to the 
coupon, but without surrendering it. 

"It is good money. A gentleman gave it to me." 
"Just the same, it is no good. It is counterfeit." 
"If it is coimterfeit, give it back to me." 
"No, sirree. You must be taught a lesson. You have 
forged this coupon . . . with other rogues to help you . . ." 
"Give me back my money, what right have you . . /' 
"Sidor, call an officer," the clerk instructed the waiter. 
Ivan Mironov was under the influence of liquor. And 
in that condition he became a little reckless. He seized the 
clerk by the collar and shouted : 

"Give it back to me, Г11 go and find the gentleman. 
I know where he is." 
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The clerk tried to elude Ivan Mironov's grasp, and his 
shirt split in the struggle. 

"You will, will you ? Hold him Г 

The waiter pinioned Ivan Mironov's arms and mean- 
while a policeman had also appeared on the scene. Having 
listened to the facts in his official capacity, the policeman 
immediately annotmced his judgment: 

"To the station with him!" 

The policeman took the coupon and placed it in his 
own purse, and led Ivan Mironov with his horse to the 
station. 

VII. 

Ivan Mironov passed the night in the lock-up, with 
drunkards and thieves. Towards noon he was summoned 
to appear before the police official in charge of the sta- 
tion. The latter questioned him and sent him with an of- 
ficer to the photograph merchant. Ivan Mironov had re- 
membered the number of the house and the name of the 
street. 

When the policeman called on the barin*) and con- 
fronted him with the coupon and with Ivan Mironov, who 
asserted that this same barin had given him that coupon, 
Evgeni Mikhailovitch assumed at first an amazed and then 
a very severe expression: 

"He is crazy. IVe never seen him in my life." 

"Barin, it's a sin; remember, you, too, must die some 
day," pleaded Ivan Mironov. 

"Why, what is the matter with him? He must be 
cireaming. Surely you sold the wood to somebody else," 



*) Gentleman — ^title applied by peasants to members of the 
higher classes. 
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said Evgeni Mikhailovitch. "But wait, Г11 go and ask my 
wife whether she had bought any fuel last night." 

Evgeni Mikhailovitch went out and immediately sum- 
moned his yard porter, a handsome, agile and powerfully 
built good-natured young chap named Vassily, an elegant 
dresser, and told him that if any one should ask where he ? 
had bought his last load of wood, he should say that he had 
bought it at the yard, adding that they never bought any 
wood off peasants. "There's a mujik out there claiming 
that I gave him a raised coupon. A brainless fellow, talk- 
ing all sorts of nonsense, but you are a man with brains. 
Just tell them that we buy our wood direct from the yard 
and that's all. And here is something I have tried to give 
you for the longest time towards your new coat," added 
Evgeni Mikhailovitch, and gave the yard porter five roubles. 

Vassily took the money, his flashing glance wandering 
from the note to the face of Evgeni Mikhailovitch. He 
shook his curls and smiled lightly: 

"Such ignorance, to be sure! Stupidity that's all. 
Don't worry, sir. I know what to say." 

Though Ivan Mironov urgently and tearfully pleaded 
with Evgeni Mikhailovitch to admit that he had given hhn 
the coupon, and with the yard porter to bear him out, both 
insisted that they never bought any wood from peddlers, 
and the policeman took Ivan Mironov back to the station, 
where he was detained on the charge of having raised the 
denomination of the coupon. 

Only with the aid of a drunken shyster who happened 
to be locked up with him, Ivan Mironov succeeded in ar- 
ranging for his release, but not before giving up another 
five roubles te the police sergeant ; then he departed minus 
his coupon, with only seven roubles in his pocket instead 
of almost twenty-five which he had the night before. Of 
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this 5шп of seven roubles Ivan Mironov spent three on 
drink, and returned to his wife with a smashed face and 
hopelessly drunk. 

His wife was on the eve of childbirth and felt very 
ill. She began to upbraid her husband, but he pushed her 
away. Then she began to beat him. But he, without a 
word, sank prone on his cot and sobbed out aloud. 

Only the next morning his wife found out just what 
had happened, and believing her husband's tale, long and 
loudly denounced and cursed the barin who had cheated 
her Ivan. And Ivan, now sobered, remembered the advice 
of a tradesman with whom he had spent the rest of the 
previous night in a liquor shop, and decided to go to a 
lawyer with a complaint 



VIIL 

The lawyer took up the case less for the sake of the 
fee that he could expect than because he believed Ivan's 
story and was filled with indignation on account of the 
Jieartless fraud perpetrated upon the mujik. 

Both sides attended the trial, and Vassily, the yard 
porter, was a witness. The trial was a repetition of his 
first experience. Ivan Mironov reminded his adversary 
that soon he would have to meet his God, that he could 
not escape death. Evgeni Mikhailovitch, while inwardly 
realizing the meanness and the wrong of his deed, could 
not go back on his first statement and continued to deny 
everything with the appearance of outward calm. 

Vassily, the yard porter, having received an additional 
present of ten roubles, smilingly affirmed that he had never 
seen Ivan Mironov. And when he stood up to be sworn. 
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he calmly repeated the words of the oath as pronounced 
by the old priest, over the cross and the Gospel, swearing 
that he would tell the whole truth. 

The case ended by the judge rejecting Ivan Mironov's 
complaint and imposing upon him court costs to the extent 
of five roubles, which amotmt Evgeni Mikhailovitch mag- 
nanimously remitted. In parting the judge admonished 
Ivan Mironov to be careful in the future, forbearing to 
bring baseless complaints against respectable people, and 
urged him to be grateful to the defendant because he had 
remitted the court costs and refrained to prosecute him 
for slander, which might have resulted in his imprisonment 
for about three months. 

"I thank you humbly, sir," said Ivan Mironov, shook 
his head, sighed and left the court room. 

All this seemed to end very favorably for Evgeni 
Mikhailovitch and for the yard porter Vassily. But it only 
seemed so. No one could foresee the chain of events that 
were to follow, but the unforeseen was far more important 
than the things that the people saw. 

Going on three years Vassily had left his village and 
had been living in the city. From year to year he had con- 
tributed less and less to his father's support and he had 
refrained from sending for his wife because he had no 
need of her. He had women enough in the city and these 
were no scarecrows like his wife. Year after year Vassily 
drifted further away from the village customs, and adopted 
the ways of the city. There in the village his daily life had 
been coarse, drab, poor, uncouth; here in the city things 
were fine, good, proper, luxurious and orderly. And more 
and more he grew convinced that the villagers lived without 
understanding, like the beasts of the forest, but that the 
real people were to be foimd only in thfe city. Here he 
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read books written by good authors, he attended spectacles 
in the People's House*). Such things were tindreamt of 
in the village. The old men in the village used to say: 
"Live with your wife according to the law, labor, don't 
overeat, make no display." But here in the city, people who 
knew something, smart, learned people who knew the right 
laws, lived only to gratify their pleasure . . . and all went 
well with them. Until that affair with the coupon Vassily 
had never realized that the gentry lived without laws to 
guide them. He had thought that there were such laws, 
but that he merely was ignorant of them. But after that 
case with the coupon, and particularly when no evil over- 
took him in the wake of his perjury, but he was even re- 
warded a gift of ten roubles, he became fully convinced 
that there were no laws and that he was free to live for 
his own enjoyment. And thus he now lived and thus he 
continued to live. At first he levied small graft on the pur- 
chases of the tenants, but this did not sufKce to cover all 
his expenses, and he began to steal money and valuables 
from the tenants' apartments, winding up by stealing the 
pocketbook of Evgeni Mikhailovitch. Evgeni Mikhailovitch 
caught him, but did not file a complaint with the court 
against him, contenting himself with discharging him. 

Vassily did not care to go back to his village and he 
remained in Moscow with his paramour, looking for em- 
ployment. He found a poor sort of a job as yard porter 
for a shopkeeper. Vassily went to work. But the very 
next month he was caught stealing sacks. The new em- 
ployer did not trouble to complain against him, but gave him 
a sound thrashing. After that he could find no work. His 



*) A famous theatre where dramatic and operatic spectacles 
were presented to .the people by great artists at prices accessible 
to the poor. 
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money was soon gone, his clothes went next, and finally he 
was left with a ragged coat, a pair of pants and a thread- 
bare shirt. His sweetheart forsook him. But Vassily did 
not lose his merry and carefree disposition, and at the first 
sign of spring started out on foot for his native village. 



IX. 

Pyotr Nikolaievitch Sventitzky, a stockily built little 
man, with black eye-glasses (he had trouble with his eyes 
and was threatened with the complete loss of his eyesight) 
rose in accordance with his custom before daybreak, donned 
his short fur-jacket that was trimmed with morling, and 
began to make the rounds of the estate. 

Pyotr Nikolaievitch had been once a customs official and 
had saved up a fortune of eighteen thousand roubles. Some 
twelve years back he resigned, not altogether voluntarily, 
and bought a small estate from a young wastrel landowner. 
Pyotr Nikolaievitch had married while still in the govern- 
ment service. His wife, an orphan relict of an ancient 
noble family, was an attractive, well built large woman, 
but she bore him no children. Pyotr Nikolaievitch was a 
very thorough individual and very painstaking in all his 
undertakings. He had never had experience in managing 
an estate (being the son of a small Polish nobleman), but 
he went to work so zealously that in the course of ten years 
the mismanaged estate o£ 300 dessyatin became transformed 
into a model farm. All of the buildings, from the home- 
stead to the barn and the shed over the fire hose, were 
substantial, solid, covered with sheet iron and properly 
painted. His tool shed housed an orderly array of farm 
wagons, plows, harrows and other implements ; the hartiess 
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was all carefully oiled. His horses were not big, but all 
hailed from the same breeding establishment, well-fed, 
sturdy roans, perfectly matched. He worked his thresher 
in a covered shed and kept his feed in a separate bam ; the 
liquid manure passed into a specially constructed ditch. 
He raised his own cows, who were small of stature, but 
great milkers. The pigs were of some English breed. He 
also owned a poultry yard full of hens that were excellent 
, layers. His orchard was kept properly guarded and the 
trees were selected in accordance with science. Everything 
was ship-shape, substantial, clean, in good order. Pyotr 
Nikolaievitch derived much joy from his estate and was 
proud to have attained good results without oppressing the 
peasants, dealing fairly and squarely with the mujik popu- 
lation. 

Among the nobility he maintained moderate views, in- 
clining rather towards liberalism than conservatism, and he 
always defended the peasants against the upholders of serf- 
dom. "Be good to them and they will be good," he was 
wont to say. True, he never overlooked oversights or mis- 
take on the part of the workers, and was given to urging 
them on, demanding the maximum of work from them, but 
the housing and food which he supplied them were of the 
best, wages were always paid on time, and on holidays he 
treated his people to liquor. 

Stepping cautiously over the thawing snow — it was 
in February — Pyotr Nikolaiveitch passed by the working 
stable to the hut where the farmhands were housed. It 
was still dark. The darkness was intensified by the fog, 
but already a light was seen in the windows of the hut. 
The farmhands were getting up. He had intended to hurry 
them up. In accordance with the schedule, six of them had 
to go to the grove to fetch the last load of fuel wood. 
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"What IS the meaning of this ?" he wondered when he 
saw the stable door open. 

"Hey, who is there?" 

No one answered. Pyotr Nikolaievitch entered the 
stable. 

"Hey, who is there?" 

Still no answer. The stable was in darkness; it felt 
soft underfoot; the odor of dung struck his nostrils. On 
the right hand side, near the door, in a stall usually stood 
a pair of roans. Pyotr Nikolaievitch stretched out his hand 
and met a void. He cautiously extended his foot. "Wonder 
if the mare lay down?" The foot failed to touch anything 
solid. "Where did they take her, I wonder," he thought. 
1Ъеу could not have harnessed her, for all the sledges were 
outside. Pyotr Nikolaievitch stepped out of the barn and 
loudly called : 

"Hey, there, Stepan!" / 

Stepan was the foreman. He had just come out of 
the hut. 

"Yo-ho," merrily replied Stepan. "Is it you, Pyotr 
Nikolaievitch, sir? The boys are on their way." 

"Why did you leave the stable open ?" 

"The stable? I don't know, sir. Hey, Proshka*), 
hand me a lantern." 

Proshka came on the run with a lantern, they entered 
tfie stable. Stepan guessed immediately what had happened. 

"Thieves, Pyotr Nikolaievitch. The lock is broken." 

•'You Ue!" 

"Gone, oh those robbers! Mashka is gone* Yastreb 



^) Diminutive for Prokofi. 
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is gone. No, Yastreb is here. Pyostry is gone. Krasav- 
tchik is gone."*) 

Three horses were missing. Pyotr Nikolaievitch did 
not say a word. He was frowning and breathing heavily. 

"If I could only lay my hands on them. Who was 
watching?" 

'Tetka. Petka fell asleep on the watch." 

Pyotr Nikolaievitch informed the police and the mar- 
shal, as well as the zemstvo chief, and sent his men out 
on a search. But the horses were not found. 

"Rotten lot!" said Pyotr Nikolaievitch. "Look at the 
trick they played on me. After all the good I have done 
them. Just wait. Robbers, highwaymen all. I'll treat you 
differently from now on." 

X. 

But the horses, three roan mares, had been already safe- 
ly disposed of. One of them, Mashka, had been sold to the 
gipsies for the sum of eighteen roubles ; another, Pyostry, had 
been swapped for a peasant's horse in a village forty versts 
away; Krasavtchik they drove to death and killed, selling 
his skin for three roubles. And the main instigator of this 
affair was Ivan Mironov. He had worked for Pyotr Niko- 
laievitch and knew the lay of the land, and he had made 
up his mind to make good his losses by horse stealing. And 
he arranged the whole thing. 

After his mishap with the raised coupon Ivan Mironov 
for a long time sought consolation in drink. And he would 
have wasted all he had on liquor, had not his wife hidden 
away harness and clothing, in short anything which he 



*) Mashka — ^ЛХагу; Yastreb — Hawk; Pyostry — Motley; Krasav- 
tehik — ^Beauty. Favorite names for horses. 
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could exchange for liquor. And during this period of 
debauch Ivan Mironov brooded incessantly not only over 
the wrong done to him personally, but over the doings of 
all gentry and near-gentry that live by w,ronging the peasant 
class. And it came to pass that Ivan Mironov was carous- 
ing one day with some mujiks that hailed from the vicinity 
of the town of Podolsk. And these mujiks, while flushed 
with drink, related to him how they had carried off some 
peasants' horses. Ivan Mironov upbraided the horsethieves 
for wronging a mujik. "It's a sin," he said. "A horse to 
a mujik is like a foster brother. Take away his horse, and 
the mujik has lost his support. Steal if you will, but steal 
from the gentry. Those hounds don't deserve any better/' 
One word led to another, and the Podolsk mujik remarked 
that it was no easy matter to steal horses belonging to the 
gentry. One must know the ropes and an inside man is 
needed, too. Then Ivan Mironov remembered about Sven- 
titzky, for whom he had worked once, and he remembered 
that Sventitzky in paying him off had wrongfully deducted 
a rouble and a half for a broken tool, and last of all he 
remembered the fine team of picked roans with which he 
had worked. 

Ivan Mironov called on Sventitzky ostensibly looking 
for work, but in reality to see how things were and to spy. 
And he learned that there was no regular watchman and 
that the horses were kept in the out-stable and were worked 
on day jobs. So he led the horse thieves to the out-stable 
and his work was done. 

The Podolsk mujiks shared the proceeds with Ivan 
Mironov, and he returned home with five roubles in his 
pocket. There was nothing for him to do at home as he 
had no horse, and from that time on he began to keep com- 
pany with horsethieves and gipsies. 
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XL 



Pyotr Nikolaievitch Stentitzky strained every effort to 
locate the thieves. He knew that the crime could not have 
been committed without an accomplice on the inside. And 
therefore he began to suspect his own men and naturally 
enough he inquired among his hands whether any of the 
help had been away from home on the night of tfie theft. 
And he learned that Proshka Nikolaiev had not slept home 
that night. This was a bright yotmg fellow who had just 
been discharged from military service, a handsome, wide- 
awake chap, whom Pyotr Nikolaievitch occasionally em- 
ployed to drive a carriage when the regular coachman was 
unavailable. The district chief of police was a friend of 
Pyotr Nikolaievitch, as also were his assistants and the 
marshal of nobility, the Zemstvo chief and the investigating 
magistrate. All these officials had a standing invitation to 
his saints' day celebration, and held a high opinion of his 
stock of fine liquors, and of the exquisite varieties of white 
and brown mushrooms which he served. They all sym- 
pathized with him and were anxious to be of service to 
him. 

"That's what you get for defending these mujiks," 
said the district chief. "I told you the truth when I said 
that they were worse than beasts. Without the knout and 
the rod you can't do a thing with them. So you say it 
might have been Proshka, who is driving for you?" 

"Yes, that's who it was." 

"Have him brought here." 

Proshka was brought in and they commenced to ques- 
tion him. 

"Where were you that night?" 
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Proshka shook his head and his eyes flashed. 

"At home." 

"At home? All the laborers say that you were not." 

"As you please, sir!" 

"Not as I please, but answer me: where were you 
that night?" 

"At home." 

"Very well. Officer, take him to the lock-up." 

"As you please, sir !" 

But Proshka refused to say where he had spent that 
night, for he had been with his sweetheart Parasha and had 
promised her not to betray her. There was no evidence 
against him, and Proshka was discharged. But Pyotr 
Nikolaievitch was convinced that it all was Prokofi's do- 
ings, and he conceived a violent hatred against him. One 
day Pyotr Nikolaievitch took Prokofi along as a driver and 
sent him to buy some feed. Proshka, as usual, took two 
measures to the horses and exchanged the rest for drink. 
Pyotr Nikolaievitch caught him with the goods and com- 
plained to the justice of the peace. The justice of the peace 
thereupon sentenced Proshka to three months imprisonment. 
Proshka was a proud soul. He regarded himself somewhat 
above the rest and held his head high. His stay in prison 
crushed his spirit. He could no longer hold up his head 
before people and he lost courage. 

Proshka came home from jail not so much embittered • 
against Pyotr Nikolaievitch as against the whole world. 

It was plain to every one that Proshka after his dis- 
charge from prison started on the downward path : he be- 
came lazy, took to drink, was soon again caught stealing 
clothing that belonged to a towns-woman and before long 
was in jail once more. 
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But ^s to his horses, all that Pyotr Nikolaievitch cotdd 
find out was that the skin of a roan mare had been located 
and he identified it as the skin of Krasavtchik. The im* 
punity which the thieves enjoyed irritated Pyotr Nikolai- 
evitch increasingly. He could not look upon a mujik with- 
out experiencing a feeling of anger, and he never missed a 
chance to speak against them or to oppress them whenever 
possible. 

XII. 

Although after Evgeni Mikhailovitch had passed the 
coupon he had been giving the matter no further thought, 
his wife could not get over the ease with which she allowed 
herself to be swindled, nor could she forget the cruel words 
of her husband, or forgive the two young scamps for the 
heartless fraud which they had perpetrated upon her. 

From that day on she kept watching every uniformed 
high-school boy. One day she ran into Makhin, but failed 
to recognize him because he screwed his face into such a 
grimace that his appearance was entirely changed. But two 
weeks after the swindle she came face to face with Mitya 
Smokovnikov on the boulevard and she recognized him im- 
mediately. She let him pass, however, but turned back 
and followed him. Reaching his residence, she learned the 
name of his parents, and the next day she made her way 
to the high school. Here in the lobby she met Father 
Mikhail Vvedensky, the religious instructor. He asked her 
what her*business was and she told him that she wished 
to speak to the principal. 

"The principal is absent tcHiay, he is ill. Perhaps I 
may be of service to you or deliver your message to him." 

Maria Vassilievna*) decided to tell the whole story to 



•*) The w4fe of Evgeni Mikhailovitch. 
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the religious instructor. Father Vvedensky was a widower, 
an academician, and a man of inordinate self-esteem. The 
year before he had met the senior Smokovnikov at a gather- 
ing and had a heated argument with him on the subject of 
faith. Smokovnikov had the best of that argument at every 
stage of it and really made a show of him. Thereupon he 
turned his attention to the son, and finding him as indif- 
ferent to the subject of religion as his free thinking father, 
he began to hound him and even flunked him at a test. 

Learning from Maria Vassilievna all about young 
Smokovnikov's action, Father Vvedensky could not over- 
come a feeling of gratification, finding in the incident a 
confirmation of his claim that people without the guidance 
of the church are immoral, and he decided to profit by 
that incident, as he tried to make himself believe, in order 
to reveal the perils which beset all those who forsake the 
church. But in the depths of his heart was liidden the de- 
sire to revenge himself on the proud and self-reliant atheist. 

"Yes, very sad, very sad,*' said Father Mikhail Vved- 
ensky, stroking with his hand the smooth edges of the cross 
which he wore on his chest. "I am very glad that you have 
confided this matter to me. As a servitor of the church 
I shall try not to let the young man escape without exhor- 
tation, but I shall also try to soften the penance as much 
as I can." 

"Yes, I shall act as befits my calling," Father Mikhail 
said to himself, fancying that he had entirely forgotten the 
animosity of the boy's father and that he was interested 
solely in the boy's welfare and salvation. 

The next day, in class. Father Mikhail related to the 
boys the story of the raised coupon and stated that the 
deed had been committed by a student. 
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"It was a mean, a disgraceful action," he said. "But 
impenitence is still worse. If it was one of you — ^and I 
refuse to believe so — who was guilty of this wrong, it is 
better for him to confess than to try and cover it up." 

While delivering his harangue Father Mikhail kept 
eyeing Mitya Smokovnikov very fixedly. The other boys, 
following his glance, watched him also. Mitya's face 
turned a deep red, beads of perspiration gathered on his 
brow ; he finally burst into tears and ran out of the class- 
room. 

Mitya's mother learned of the occurrence and little by 
little wormed all the facts out of her son. Thereupon she 
hastened to the photo supply shop. She paid the woman 
the sum of 12 roubles and fifty kopeks and prevailed upon 
her to conceal the identity of the high school boy involved. 
And she instructed the son to deny everything and above 
all not to submit the facts to his father. 

And when Fedor Mikhailovitch had been apprized of 
what had transpired at school, and the boy, summoned by 
him, had flatly denied everything, he immediately drove over 
to the principal of the high school, laid the facts in the case 
before him, and said that the behavior of the religious in- 
structor in the matter had been in the highest degree im- 
proper, and that he could not leave the incident without a 
protest. The principal sent for the religious instructor, and 
a bitter quarrel between the latter and Fedor Mikhailovitch 
was precipitated. 

"Some fool woman wrongly accused my son and later 
withdrew the accusation of her own accord, and you found 
nothing better to do than to slander an honest and truth- 
ful lad." 

"I slandered no one and I cannot allow you to talk to 
me in such a tone. You forget my calling." 
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"A fig for your calling!" 

"Your perverse notions," said the religious instructor 
— and his chin quivered so that every hair in his sparse 
beard shook in sympathy — "are the talk of the town." 

"Gentlemen, Father, please," pleaded the principal, 
striving to calm them, but it was not possible to calm them. 

"My calling imposes upon me the duty of watching 
over the morals and the religious training of the young." 

"What's the use of pretending these things? Don't I 
know that you don't believe a blessed thing you preach?" 

"It is beneath my dignity to argue with such a person 
as you," said Father Mikhail, defeply wounded by Smokov- 
nikov's last thrust, particularly as he knew that it was per- 
fectly true. He had graduated from a superior theological 
academy and had long since ceased to believe the things 
which he preached ; he merely believed that it was needful 
for all people to force themselves to believe in them, even 
as he tried to force himself to believe in them. 

Besides resenting the action of the religious Instructor, 
Smokoynikov saw in it an apt illustration of that clerical 
influence which had begun to raise its head in Russia and 
he missed no opportunity of discussing the incident with 
his acquaintances. 

But Father Vvedensky saw in it merely the manifesta- 
tion of deeply rooted nihilism and atheism, not only in the 
younger, but eve» in the older generation, and was still 
more convinced of the necessity of battling against it. And 
the more he condemned the unbelief of Smokovnikov and 
of his friends, the more he was persuaded of the unshake- 
ablc firmness of his own faith, and the less he felt the need 
of examining it or of bringing it into accord with his life. 
His faith, recognized as it was by the world which sur- 
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rounded him, was to him the principal weapon in the fight 
against those who denied it. 

These thoughts which the encounter with Smokov- 
nikov had engendered in him, as well as the troubles which 
followed in its wake — including a severe reprimand from 
the higher officials, led him to carry out a resolution which 
had been maturing for a long time, since the death of his 
v/ife in fact, namely to seek admission into a monastic 
order, and to follow the career chosen by several of his 
fellow-students in the academy, one of whom had reached 
the rank of a bishop, while another was a canon in line 
for appointment as a diocesan. 

At the end of the school year Vvedensky left the high 
school faculty, and entered the monastic career under the 
name of Misael. Shortly afterwards he was appointed 
rector of a seminary in a town on the banks of the Volga 
river. 

XIIL 

Meanwhile Vassily, the yard porter, was marching 
southward on the great main road. 

He tramped all day, and at night the village constable 
ltd him to lodgings in some mujik homestead, which took 
turns in caring for wanderers. Everywhere he was given 
bread to eat, and in some places he was asked to join in 
the supper. In one village in the province of Orel he was 
told that a merchant who had just leased an orchard needed 
some able bodied night watchmen. Vassily had grown tired 
of asking alms, and he did not care to go home to his own 
people, so he went to the merchant who owned the orchard 
and hired himself out as watchman for five roubles per 
month. 
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The life in the watchmen's camp proved very agreeable 
to Vassily, particularly when the early apples began to ripen. 
His comrades brought huge btmdles of straw fresh from 
the threshing bam. He lay all day on the fragrant straw, 
surrotmded by heaps of apples that smelt even more sweetly 
than the straw, with nothing to do but to watch that no 
yoimgsters marauded the orchard, to whistle and to sing. 
And Vassily was quite a singer. He had a fine voice. 
Village women and young girls would come for apples. 
Vassily bantered them and swapped his apples for eggs or 
for pennies, giving more to those whose looks pleased him 
and less to the others. And then he'd lie on his back again 
and dream, with intervals for breakfast, dinner and supper. 

Vassily had only one shirt to his name, a pink cotton 
affair it was, with a profusion of holes, and his feet were 
bare. But he had a strong and a sturdy body, and when 
they took the pot of porridge off the fire Vassily ate three 
men's share, to the envious wonderment of the old head 
watchman. At night Vassily kept wide-awake, whistling 
or humming all the while, and he had the cat's faculty of 
seeing a long distance in the dark. Once the older village 
lads undertook a raid on the orchard and were busy shaking 
down the apples. Vassily crept in upon them unawares 
and attacked them. They tried to fight him off, but he 
knocked them all down, and capturing the ringleader, took 
him to the tent and turned him over to the master. 

Vassily's first watch tent was in the furthest end of 
the orchard, but when the apples had been gathered, he took 
up his watch from another tent, within a few yards of the 
manse. Here in this tent Vassily had a better time still. 
All day long Vassily could watch the gentlemen and the 
young ladies playing, driving out, enjoying themselves, 
while in the evenings and deep into the night they played 
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the piano and the violin, or sang and danced. And he also 
saw the young ladies sitting in the window niche with the 
students, who made love to them, and then the couples 
one by one meandered in the dark Fmden avenues where 
the moonlight slipped through in streaks and spots. He 
watched the servants running back and forth with food 
and drink, the cooks, laundresses, clerks, gardeners, coach- 
men all busily working merely to provide food, drink and 
entertainment for the gentry. Sometimes the young gentle- 
folk would step into his tent and he picked out for them 
and offered them the best, the juiciest and ruddiest apples. 
And the young ladies would bite into them and crunching- 
ly praise them, saying something in French, which Vassily 
could not' understand, but he guessed that it was something 
referring to him, and they would ask him to sing for them. 

Vassily was fascinated with this life, and recalling his 
own past in Moscow, the thought sank ever more deeply 
into his head that the most important thing of all was to 
have money. 

And Vassily gave more and more thought to planning 
some stroke whereby all at once he could lay his hands 
on a large sum of money. And he began to recall his own 
past attempts and decided that he had not managed things 
right, that it was foolish just to pick up things because they 
had been left unguarded, but that the proper thing to do 
was to plan everything in advance, to have everything fer- 
reted out and to do the thing so neatly as to leave no trace 
at all. About Christmas time the last Anthony apples had 
been put away. The owner had had a good and profitable 
yield, and he dischai^ed and rewarded all the watchmen, 
including Vassily. 

Vassily dressed himself — the young master had made 
him a present of a hat and a jacket; but he did not go 
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home. The thought of the coarse mujik life filled him with 
loathing. He returned back to the city and rejoined the 
carousing ex-soldiers in whose company he had watched the 
orchard. In the city he formed the plan of breaking into 
and robbing a shop, with the owner of which he once used 
to live and who had given him a beating and discharged 
him without pay. He knew all the ins and outs of the place, 
particularly where the money was kept. He left a soldier 
on guard, broke the window in the rear, climbed in and took 
all the money. This burglary was so skillfully managed 
that no one ever found a trace of the culprits. The money 
stolen by him amounted to 370 roubles. Vassily gave his 
helper a hundred roubles, and with the rest, going to an- 
other city, he caroused in the company of good friends of 
both sexes. 

XIV. 

Meanwhile Ivan Mironov had developed Into a skilled, 
daring and successful horsethief. Afimia, his wife, who 
had formerly scolded her husband for his shady doings, 
was now content, and in fact proud of him, because he now 
wore a heavy peasant great-coat, and she had a shawl and 
a new furcoat. 

In the village, and even in the whole dictrict, it was 
well known that no theft of horses was managed without 
him, but everybody feared to denounce him, for whenever 
a suspicion fell upon him, he always emerged cleared and 
justified. His last theft was committed at Kolotovka, from 
the ''night- job"*). Whenever he could, Ivan Mironov 



*) In the summf^rtime mujiks frequently stay over night in the 
fields, in order to lose no time in going to work. 
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strove to select the victims of his thefts from among land- 
owners and merchants. But it was a difficult thing to steal 
from them. Therefore when landowners and merchants 
were not available, he stole also from peasants. Thus from 
the "night- job" at Kolotovka he stole all the horses he could 
lay his hands on. That is to say, he did not commit the 
theft himself, but had induced a smart lad named Gerasim 
to do it. It was dawn when the mujiks discovered the 
theft and they rushed into the roadways to look for the 
horses. But the horses had been placed in a deep ravine 
in the fiscal forest. Ivan Mironov meant to keep them 
there until the following night, hoping to set out at night 
for the house of a friend of his, who was a yard porter 
and lived about forty versts away. Ivan Mironov had been 
to see Gerasim in the forest, taking to him some vodka and 
a pie, and was now returning home by a path in the woods 
where he did not expect to meet anyone. As luck would 
have it he ran into a watchman, an ex-soldier. 

"Been mushrooming?" said the ex-soldier. 

"Nothing doing to-day," said Mironov pointing to the 
mushroom basket which he had taken along for emergen- 
cies. 

"No, it's a poor season for mushrooms," said the watch- 
man, "perhaps they'll come up during Lent," and he passed 
along. 

The watchman realized that something was wrong. 
Why should Ivan Mironov walk through the fiscal forest 
so early in the morning? The soldier retraced his steps 
and began to roam about the woods. Suddenly near the 
ravine he heard the whinnying of a horse. He quietly ap- 
proached the spot whence the sound had proceeded. He 
saw traces of horses' hoofs and dung in the ravine. A 
HtUe further he saw Gerasim sitting on the ground and 
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eating, while a couple of horses were tethered to a nearby 
tree. 

The watchman hastened to the village, fetched the 
starosta"^) and two witnesses. They scattered and from 
three sides converging upon the spot where Gerasim was 
seated, they captured him. Gerasim offered no denials, but 
being loose-tongued from liquor he confessed everything. 
Те related how Ivan Mironov had first plied him with drink 
and put him up to it, and that he had promised to come 
to the forest for the horses later on. The mujiks left the 
horses with Gerasim in the woods, and lay in wait for 
Ivan Mironov. Soon after sunset they heard a whistle. 
Gerasim whistled back. No sooner Ivan Mironov started 
down the side of the ravine than the mujiks surrounded 
him and led him back to the village. In the morning a 
crowd gathered in front of the starosta's house. 

Ivan Mironov was led outside^ and questioned. Stepan 
Pelagheyushkin, a tall, stoop- shouldered, long-armed mujik, 
with an aquiline nose and a morose expression on his face, 
was the first to question him. Stepan had served in the 
aimy and now owned a separate homestead. He had hard- 
ly left his father's house to start a household of his own, 
when his horse was stolen. For the next two years he 
worked in the mines and saved enough to buy two new 
horses. Both of them had been stolen that time. 

"Where are, my horses? Speak!" said Stepan, pale 
with anger, glancing gloomily now on the ground before 
him, now into Ivan's face. 

Ivan Mironov denied all knowledge. Then Stepan 
struck him a terrible blow squarely on his face, drawing 
blood from the nose. 
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"Speak, or Г11 kill you!" 

Ivan Mironov bowed his head, but kept silence. Stepan 
struck once, twice more with his lengthy arm. Ivan still 
kept silence, merely turning his head this way and that way. 

"All of you beat him !" shouted the starosta. 

And they all pounced upon him. Ivan Mironov si- 
lently sank to the ground, and then cried out : 

"Barbarians, devils, beat me to death ! I am not afraid 
of your 

Thereupon Stepan picked up a stone and broke Ivan 
MironoVs head 

XV. 

Ivan Mironov's murderers were tried for the crime. 
Among these murderers was Stepan. The charge against 
him was more severe than against the others, for all the 
witnesses at fhe inquest had testified that it was he who 
had shattered Ivan Mironov's head with a rock. Stepan 
did not conceal anything in court, but stated that when the 
span of horses had been stolen from him, he had complained 
to the police. At that time the horses could have been 
traced through some gipsies, but the chief of police had 
refused to see him and made no efforts to locate the horses. 

"What could we do with a wretch like that? He ruined 
us completely." 

"But why were you the only man to strike him?" asked 
the prosecuting attorney. 

"This is not true. Everybody beat him. The Mir*) 
ordered him killed. I only finished him off. Why torture 
him in vain?" 

The judges were amazed at the expression of utter 
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equanimity in Stepan's features as he spoke of his own 
part in the crime, of the beating administered to Ivan 
Mironov and of giving him the finishing blow. 

Stepan, indeed, saw nothing terrible in this killing. 
While in military service he had taken part in a firing 
squad, and even then he had found as little to terrify him 
as in the murder of Ivan Mironov. "Killed a man? What 
of that? Hkn lo-day, me to-morrow!" 

The sentence imposed upon Stepan was light — one year 
ill prison. They took his peasant's garb, checked it in the 
prison storehouse, and issued to him a prisoner's khalat^) 
and slippers. Stepan had never reverenced the authorities, 
but now he became convinced that all the authorities, all 
the gentry, excepting the Tsar, who alone pitied the people 
and was just, were robbers who fattened on the blood of 
the people. The stories of convicts sentenced to exile and 
to hard labor, whose acquaintance he had made in the pris- 
on while awaiting trial confirmed him in his view. One 
of them was being sent into exile because he had accused 
officials of theft, another because he had struck an official 
for wrongly confiscating the property of a peasant, a third 
one for counterfeiting banknotes. Gentlefolk and merchants 
could do all sorts of things and escape unpunished, but a 
poor peasant was bound to go to prison to feed vermin, 
no matter what he had done. 

Stepari's wife came to visit him in prison. She had 
been in great distress due to her husband's absence, but 
lately her hut burned down and she' was utterly destitute, 
being forced to seek alms with her children. The wife's 
misery made Stepan's heart overflow with bitterness. He 
snarled at everybody in jail, and almost killed one of the 
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cooks with an axe, for which outburst a year was added 
to his sentence. During the latter year he learned that his 
wife died and that his household existed no longer. 

When Stepan's time was up, he was called to the pris- 
on office, and the bundle of clothes which he had worn on 
his way to prison was taken down from the shelf and de- 
livered to him. 

"And where shall I go now?" he said to the warden. 

"Home, of course." 

"I have no home now. I suppose Г11 have to go out 
en the great highway and rob people." 

"Well, if you do, we'll see you here again." 

"Perhaps so and perhaps not." 

And Stepan went away. He directed his steps, how- 
ever, to where his home had once stood. There was no 
other place to go. 

Before reaching the old homestead he stepped into an 
old inn and liquor shop which he had known of old. The 
yard porter of the inn was a fat old townsman from the 
province of Vladimir, and knew Stepan. And he knew 
also that Stepan had gone to prison as the result of a mis- 
adventure. And so he permitted Stepan to stay overnight 
with him. 

The yard porter was a townsman, who had robbed a 
neighboring mujik of his wife, and was still living with her 
then, combining the privileges of a husband with those of 
an employer. 

Stepan knew of this affair, knew that the townsman 
had wronged a mujik and that the worthless wench had 
left her husband. She was sitting now perspiring with 
copious tea drinking, and out of charity invited Stepan to 
have some tea. There were no lodgers at the inn, and thf^ 
allowed Stepan to stay overnight in the kitchen. Before 
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long Matrcna put away the dishes and retired to her room. 
Stcpan lay down on the fireside bed*), but could not sleep 
and tossed about, rattling the kindling that had been put 
there to dry. The townsman's fat belly, bulging beneath 
the faded cotton shirt, persisted in his thoughts. And the 
idea of slashing this belly with a knife and of letting out 
his intestines came into his head again and again. And the 
wench, too. And he kept saying to himself: "The devil 
take them, I'll be gone to-morrow anyway." Then he re- 
membered again Ivan Mironov, and once more his thoughts 
reverted to the townsman's belly and to the white perspir- 
ing neck of Matrena. Well, kill one, kill both. The sec- 
ond cocks had crowed. Kill them both, now as well as 
any time, or it would soon be daylight. Even before re- 
tiring he had located a huge knife and the axe. Just then 
the porter walked out of his room ; he heard the bolt slip 
from the socket. The townsman was out in the hall now. 
Stepan did not proceed exactly as he had planned. The 
knife was not handy now, so he swung the axe and split 
the porter's head. The porter fell against the door- jamb and 
sank to the floor. 

Stepan entered the living room. Matrena had leaped 
to her feet and was standing in her nightshirt. With the 
same axe Stepan killed her too. 

Then he lighted a candle, took the money out of the 
drawer and was gone. 

XVI. 

In a provincial town lived an old man, an ex-ofiicial, 
a man once heavily addicted to drink, in a house that stood 



*) The fireplace in a Russian hut is provided with a brickwork 
extension which is used for sleeping purposes. 
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at a distance from any other habitation, and with him lived 
his two daughters and a son-in-law. The married daughter 
was also fond of drink and led an evil life, but the older 
daughter, Maria Semenovna, a widow, fifty years old, 
wrinlded and haggard, kept the whole household. She had 
a pension of two himdred fifty roubles a year. The whole 
family lived on that pension. Maria Semenovna did all 
the work in the house. She looked after her ailing drunken 
old father and after her sister's baby, she cooked the meals 
and washed their clothes. And as usual under such cir- 
cumstances, everybody piled upon her all sorts of tasks and 
chores, all the three abused her, and the brother-in-law even 
beat her when he happened to come home drimk. She bore 
all abuse in silence and meekness, and again as usual 
under such circumstances, the more work she had to do, 
the more she succeeded in accomplishing. And she even 
managed to help the poor, depriving herself of necessaries, 
giving away her own raiment, helping her neighbors to 
look after the sick. 

It happened once that Maria Semenovna had a legless 
cripple to help her with sewing. He was a tailor and came 
of peasant stock. She hired him to alter the old man's 
great-coat and to re-model her own old fur-coat so that 
she might do her marketing in the winter time. 

This crippled tailor was a wise and observing man, who 
had seen all sorts of conditions and people in his life time, 
and being obliged, because of his infirmity, to sit still in 
one spot for prolonged periods of time he had accustomed 
himself to think. He had spent a week in Maria Semen- 
ovna's house and was filled with wonderment over her 
mode of life. Once she happened to walk into the kitchen 
where he was sewing, to wash out a disb towel, and com- 
menced to talk with him about his life. And he told her 
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that his brother had been abusing him and that he had 
taken out his share of the family estate, and started to 
shift for himself. 

"I thought I'd do better, but I am just as bad off." 

"It is better not to change, but to live as it is given 
to us." 

"That's what makes me wonder at you, Maria Semen- 
ovna. You're doing all the work and busying yourself with- 
out end for other people, but there is very Uttle good that 
comes from them." 

Maria Semenovna did not reply. 

"You must have learned out of the book that your re- 
ward will be in the world to come." 

"It is not given to us to know that," said Maria Se- 
menovna. "I only know that I must live the best I know 
how." 

"And what do the books say?" 

"The books?" she repeated, and she read to him the 
Sermon on the Mount out of the New Testament. The 
tailor mused. And when he had received his pay and de- 
parted, he kept thinking of what he had seen in the home 
of Maria Semenovna, and of what she had said and read 
to him. 

XVII. 

Pyotr Nikolaievitch has abruptly altered his attitude 
toward the people, and the mujiks changed their attitude 
toward him likewise. Hardly a year passed, when he found 
that twenty seven of his oak trees had been chopped down, 
a shed and a threshing barn which he had failed to insure, 
had been burned. Pyotr Nikolaievitch came to the con- 
clusion that it was impossible to live in peace with the 
mujiks. 
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About that time the Liventzovs, a family of land- 
owners, were seeking a manager for their estate, and the 
marshal of nobility in the province, recommended Pyotr 
Nikolaievitch as the best agriculturist in the district. The 
Liventzov estate was a vast affair, but it yielded no profits, 
as the mujiks were getting all the benefit of the land. Pyotr 
Nikolaievitch undertook to put everything in order, and 
conveniently leasing his own estate, he moved with his wife 
into the distant Trans- Volga province where the Liventzov 
holdings were situated. 

Pyotr Nikolaievitch had always upheld law and order, 
and now he was in no mood to allow these savage and un- 
couth people to benefit unlawfully by a property which 
did not belong to them. And he was delighted to have an 
opportunity of administering some lessons to them, for 
which reason he went to work with great severity. He 
had one peasant convicted of stealing timber and sentenced 
to imprisonment. Another one he chastised with his own 
hands, because on meeting him the mujik had not turned 
aside nor taken off his cap. Some meadows which the 
peasants long had considered their own property and which 
were in dispute, Pyotr Nikolaievitch closed to the peasants, 
declaring that he would impound any cattle which the peas- 
ants dared to allow to stray thereon. 

Spring came, and the peasants, as had been their cus- 
tom in former years, let their cattle out to pasture on the 
manorial meadows. Pyotr Nikolaievitch gathered his farm- 
hands together and ordered the cattle to be chased into the 
manorial stockade. The mujiks were out in the fields, 
plowing, and the farmhands succeeded in impounding the 
cattle in spite of the peasant women's tearful protests. Re- 
turning from the field the mujiks came to the manorial 
stockade in a body and demanded the release of their cat- 
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tie. Pyotr Nikolaievitch came out to meet them, with a 
rifle slung across his shoulders, having just returned from 
an inspection. He stated to them that he would not re- 
lease the cattle unless they paid a fine of fifty kopeks per 
horned animal and ten kopeks per sheep. The mujiks 
shouted in reply that the meadows belonged to them, that 
their fathers and grandfathers had used them, and that he 
had no right to impound their cattle. 

"Give us back our cattle or it will be the worse for 
you," said an old man advancing threateningly against 
Pyotr Nikolaievitch. 

"The worse for me?" yelled Pyotr Nikolaievitch, pale 
with wrath, and rushed forward to meet the old mujik. 

"Give us back the cattle and save trouble and sin, you 
robber." 

"How dare you?" cried Pyotr Nikolaievitch and struck 
the old mujik in the face. 

"You have no right to beat us. Take the cattle by 
force, brothers !" 

The mujiks advanced in a body. Pyotr Nikolaievitch 
now tried to retreat, but they would not let him. Then 
he attempted to fight his way out. He fired a shot, killing 
a peasant. A free for all fight ensued. Pyotr Nikolaievitch 
was beaten down. Five minutes later his disfigured corpse 
was thrown down the ravine. 

Later a court martial was held, and two of the slayers 
were sentenced to death by hanging. 



xvin. 

In the village where the crippled tailor was at home, 
live of the more prosperous peasants rented a plot of land 
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from the owner. They paid him eleven hundred roubless 
for 105 dessyatin of plowing land, which was Mack as tar 
and very rich, and they parcelled it out to the other mujiks, 
charging some eighteen roubles, others fifteen roubles per 
dessyatin. Not a parcel went for less than 12 roubles. 
This gave them a good profit. Each of the lessees kept 
five dessyatin for himself, and so their shares cost them 
nothing. One of the shareholders died and they offered 
his share to the crippled tailor. 

When the lessees assembled to re-apportion the lots, the 
tailor refused to drink liquor. And when they began to 
discuss the allotments, the tailor suggested that they divide 
the land share and share alike, charging nothing extra to 
their lessees. 

"How do you mean?" 

"Are we not Christians? This is well enough for the 
gentry, but we are Christians. We must do God's will. 
Such is the law of Christ." 

"Where do you find such a law?" 

"In the Book. In the Gospel. Come abound Sunday 
and I shall read it to you, then we can talk it over." 

Next Sunday three of them came to the tailor and he 
began to read to them. 

He read five chapters from Matthew. And they be- 
gan to argue. They all listened, but only Ivan Tchuyev 
received the word. And he received it in such manner 
that he began to live in accordance with Divine precepts. 
And his whole family began to live like him. They re- 
jected superfluous land, but each took his proper share. 

And people began to come to the tailor and to Ivan 
and learned to understand the word, and having understood 
it they ceased to smoke and to drink, to use foul words, 
and strove to help one another. And they stopped going 
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to church and returned their icons to the priest. Seven- 
teen homesteads joined in this, counting sixty-five adhe- 
rents in all. The village priest felt troubled and reported 
the movement to the Bishop. But the Bishop pondered 
over this report and sent for Archdeacon Misael, who had 
once been religious instructor in the high school. 



XIX. 

The Bishop asked Misael to sit down and explained 
to him the newfangled notions which had cropped up in his 
diocese. 

"All this comes from spiritual weakness and from 
ignorance. You are a learned man and my hope is in you. 
Go down to that village, get the people together and en- 
lighten them." 

"With your blessing, my Lord, I shall do my best," 
said Father Misael. He was pleased with his mission. Any 
chance to exhibit his own faith delighted him. And con- 
verting others, he was able to convince himself of his own 
faith. 

"Make a special effort, for I am suffering grievously 
for my sheep," said the Bishop, receiving with a deliberate 
movement of his soft white puffy hands a glass of tea from 
a serving brother. 

"Why only one kind of preserves? Bring others," he 
said to the monk. "I am deeply, deeply pained," he con- 
tinued, addressing himself to Misael. 

Misael was happy of the opportunity to show his zeal. 
But being a poor man, he asked for some expense money, 
and fearing some untoward action on the part of the un- 
couth populace, he also suggested that the Bishop might re- 
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quest the governor to instruct the local police to co-operate 
with him in case of need. 

The Bishop made all the necessary arrangements, and 
Misael started on his mission, having prepared with the 
help of a lay brother and of his cook a little cellarette and 
a bundle of provisions, for he was bound to a distant vil- 
lage. 

In accepting this assignment Misael experienced the 
pleasant sensation of the importance of his calling and noted 
the complete cessation of all inner doubts in his own faith, 
being now on the contrary fully convinced of its genuine- 
ness. 

His thoughts dwelt not on the substance of his faith — 
he considered that axiomatic — but on the confounding of 
those arguments which are usually brought forward against 
its outer expressions. 

XX. 

The village priest and his popadya*) received Misael 
with much reverence, and on the day following his arrival 
the people were called to the village church. Misael, clad 
in a new silken surplice, with a large cross on his chest, 
his flowing hair beautifully combed, entered the chancel, 
accompanied by the village priest. A little distance away 
stood the deacons and the choristers, and several police- 
men had been stationed at the side doors. 

After the Те Deum Misael read a sermon, admonish- 
ing the apostates to return to the fold of the mother church, 
threatening them with the torments of hell and promising 
full pardon to those who repented. 



*) Wife of the Russian viHage priest. 
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The dissenters maintained silence. But when questions 
were put to them they answered. When asked why thev 
had seceded from the church, they replied that they had 
done so principally because in the churches worship was 
offered to wooden and hand-made gods, whereas this was 
not only not taught in the scriptures, but on the contrary 
warned against in prophecies. When Misael inquired of 
Tchuyev, whether it was true that they referred to the 
sacred icons as pieces of wood, Tchuyev replied: "Turn 
any icon around and you will see for yourself." When 
asked why they did not recognize the priesthood they re- 
plied : "It is said in the scripture, freely ye have received, 
freely give." Every attempt of Misael to find support in 
the scriptures was countered by the tailor and by Ivan, 
who calmly but firmly quoted the scriptures with which 
they were thoroughly conversant. Misael was incensed and 
threatened them with worldly authorities. To this the dis- 
senters replied that it was said in the scriptures: "They 
will persecute you, even as they persecuted me." 

So the whole thing came to nothing, but it would have 
passed off all right, only on the following day Misael at 
mass preached a sermon about the menace of false teach- 
ers, saying that they deserved all sorts of retribution, and 
as the people flocked out of the church they talked about 
giving a lesson to the ungodly so that they might not sub- 
vert the people. And on that very day, while Misael was 
lunching on smoked sturgeon, with the parson and with 
the inspector who had come from the nearest township, a 
riot occurred in the village. The orthodox had gathered 
in a dense mob near Tchuyev's hut, waiting for the dis- 
senters to come out, in order to attack them. There were 
about twenty of them, both men and women, who had 
gathered at Tchuyev's. The sermon of Misael and the 
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gathering of the orthodox, whose threatening words they 
could hear, had aroused in the dissenters a feeling of bit- 
terness, the like of which they had never experienced be- 
fore. The afternoon had well advanced, it was time for 
the women to go and milk their cows, but the orthodox 
still stood outside and waited. A youngster who had ven- 
tured out into the open was badly beaten and driven back 
into the hut. The besieged debated what to do, but came 
to no agreement. 

The tailor said : "We must suffer without offering re- 
sistance." But Tchuyev claimed that if they were to suf- 
fer this abuse, their adversaries would slay them all, and 
thereupon, armed with a poker, he showed himself outside. 
The orthodox flung themselves upon him. 

"Well then," he shouted, "according to the law of 
Moses," and he commenced to beat the orthodox and put 
out one man's eye. The rest of the sectarians took advan- 
tage of the hubbub to slip out of the hut and returned to 
their various homes. 

Tchuyev was tried and sentenced to exile for prosely- 
ting and blasphemy. 

But Father Misael recdved a decoratioA. 



XXI. 

Two years before these occurrences there had arrived 
in St. Petersburg an attractive buxom young woman of 
the Oriental type. Her name was Turchaninova ; she hailed 
from the territory of the Don Cossacks and was a college 
student. Here this young woman met a fellow-student 
named Tyurin, who was a son of a Zemstvo chief in the 
province of Simbirsk, and she learned to love him. Hers 
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was not that ordinary feminine love culminating in the de- 
sire to be the lover's wife and the mother of his children, 
but more of a comradely affection, inspired by sharing a 
common indignation and hatred not merely against the ex- 
isting order of things, but also against its representatives, 
and by the consciousness of their mental, cultural and 
moral superiority over them. 

She was a capable student, followed the lectures with 
ease and passed her examinations readily, devouring in ad- 
dition to it all a tremendous quantity of tlie latest books. 
She was convinced that her calling was not in bearing and 
training children — she even regarded such a calling with 
loathing and contempt, but in the destruction of the exist- 
ing order which fettered the best powers of the people, 
and in pointing the people to a new path which had been 
mapped out by the latest European writers. Possessed of 
a fine figure, fair of skin, with ruddy cheeks, good-looking, 
with a pair of flashing black eyes and a large braid of black 
hair, she evoked in men feelings which she could not and 
would not share, for she was wholly absorbed in her activ- 
ities — agitation and talk. Nevertheless she was not dis- 
pleased to evoke such feelings, and while her mind did not 
run on dress, she did not neglect her appearance. It flat- 
tered her to know that men liked her, for it gave her an 
opportunity of showing that she despised those things 
v/hich other women valued. In her views regarding the 
means of struggle against the existing order she went be- 
yond her comrades and her friend Tyurin and claimed that 
all means to a given end were good and could be properly 
employed, including assassination. At the same time this 
revolutionary Katya Turchaninova was at heart a very 
kind and self-denying woman, always and invariably set- 
ting the advantage, the pleasure and the well-being of others 



Digitized by 



Google 



152 THE FORGED COUPON 

above her own advantage, pleasure and well-being, and 
ever genuinely happy over an opportunity of pleasing a 
child, an old person or even an animal. 

Turchaninova spent her summer vacation in a district 
town near the Volga river, with a chum of hers who taught 
school in the village. Tyurin lived in the same district, in 
his father's house. The three of them, and the district 
surgeon, met frequently, exchanged books, argued and 
v/orked themselves up into indignant protests. The Tyurin 
estate bordered on the Liventzov estate where Pyotr Niko- 
laievitch had recently been appointed manager. As soon 
as Pyotr Nikolaievitch arrived and commenced to introduce 
his ideas of order, young Tyurin, noting in the Liventzov 
peasants a spirit of independence and a firm determination 
to maintain their rights, took an interest in them, and fre- 
quently visited their chief village, speaking with them, de- 
veloping among them the theory of socialism in general 
and the idea of the nationalization of land in particular. 

When after the murder of Pyotr Nikolaievitch the 
investigating judges arrived in the neighborhood, the circle 
of revolutionaries in the district had a strong cause to 
grumble against the court and spoke out boldly. Tyurin's 
visits to the village and his talks with the peasants had 
been mentioned at the trial. The police made a search in 
his house, found some revolutionary pamphlets, he was 
arrested and taken to St. Petersburg. 

Turchaninova followed him and called at the prison 
for the purpose of seeing him, but as it was not the reg- 
ular visitor's day she was not admitted, but was told to 
come when visits were allowed. Then she saw him in the 
meeting hall, separated by two gratings from the object of 
her visit. This meeting still further accentuated her re- 
sentment. But her indignation reached the limit when she 
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sought out the handsome gendarmerie officer in charge and 
he offered her some concessions in return for the accept- 
ance of certain proposals. This fanned her wrath and in- 
dignation against all persons in authority to white heat. 
She next appealed to the chief of police. The chief of 
police informed her, as had the gendarmerie officer, that 
they were powerless and that they acted under the instruc- 
tions of the minister of the interior. She sent a petition 
to the minister, asking for an interview, but this was not 
granted. Then she resolved to commit an act of despera- 
tion and bought a revolver. 

It was the minister's regular reception hour. He passed 
by three petitioners and now stood before an attractive 
black-eyed young woman who was holding a paper in her 
left hand. A caressing sensuous flash lighted the eyes of 
the minister at the sight of the pretty petitioner, but re- 
membering his position the minister assumed a serious ex- 
pression. 

"What is it you wish?" he said coming closer. 

Without answering, from the folds of her mantle she 
swiftly drew her right hand in which she held a revolver, 
and pointing it against the breast of the minister she fired, 
but missed. 

The minister attempted to catch her arm, but she 
reeled back and fired again. The minister started to run. 
She was seized. She trembled and was unable to speak. 
And suddenly she burst out into hysteric laughter. The 
minister escaped unhurt. 

It was Turchanianova. She was placed in the House 
of Preliminary Confinement, The minister, having received 
the congratulations and the expressions of sympathy from 
the highest dignitaries and even from the Emperor, ap- 
pointed a commission to investigate the conspiracy, of which 
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he believed the attempted assassination to have been the 
result. 

Of course there had been no conspiracy, but police 
officials and secret service men applied themselves zealously 
to the task of imearthing all the threads of the non-exist- 
ing conspiracy, and conscientiously earned their salaries 
and keep, rising at dawn, instituting one house search after 
another, copying papers and books, reading diaries and 
private letters, making copious extracts on beautiful paper 
in beautiful handwriting, and cross-examining Turchan- 
inova again and again, confronting her with other suspects 
and straining every endeavor to induce her to betray her 
fellow-conspirators. 

The minister was at heart a kindly man and felt very 
sorry for this good looking buxom Cossak girl, but he 
said to himself that important duties of state reposed upon 
him and that he had to fulfil them come what may. And 
when one of his former colleagues, a chamberlain to the 
court and a friend of the Tyurin family, stopped him at a 
court ball and began to plead both for Tyurin and for 
Turchaninova, the minister shrugged his shoulders so that 
the broad red ribbon across his white vest was all wrinkled 
and said : 

"Je ne demanderais pas mieux que de lacker cette 
pauvre fillette, mais vous savez — le devoir."*) 

But Turchaninova meanwhile sat in the House of Pre- 
liminary Confinement and at times calmly exchanged code 
knocks with her comrades and read such books as she could 
get hold of, and at times she suddenly gave way to despair 
and frenzy, beating her head against the walls, screaming 
and laughing. 



*) Nothing would please me more than to release tbie poor girl, 
but you know — the dutyl 
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XXIII. 

One day Maria Scmenovna called at the Treasury of- 
fice for her pension and on the way home met a teacher 
whom she knew. 

"Well, Maria Semenovna, did you get your pension 
all right?" shouted the teacher from the opposite sidewalk. 

"I did," said Maria Semenovna. "Just enough to stop 
up a few holes." 

"Well, you have plenty, you'll stop up the holes and 
will have enough left over," said the teacher and waved 
an adieu. 

"Good-bye," said Maria Semenovna, and still looking 
at her friend on the other side of the street, she almost 
ran into a tall man with very long arms and with a very 
severe expression on his face. 

But when she reached her house she was surprised to 
find the same long-armed person still at her heels. He 
watched her enter the house and after standing awhile he 
turned and walked away. 

Maria Semenovna was a little frightened and then her 
fright gave way to a feeling of despondency. But after 
she had entered the house and had distributed her gifts, 
one for the old man, the other for her scrofulous little 
nephew Fedya, and had petted the little dog Tresorka which 
was barking with the pleasure of seeing her again, her good 
humor returned. Then she gave the money to her father 
and attacked her interminable tasks with her wonted zest. 

The man with whom she had collided in the street was 
Stepan. 

After killing the yard porter at the inn, Stepan made 
his way to the city. Strangely enough tjie memory of the 
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murder was not distasteful to him, in fact he dwelt on it 
in his mind several times each day. It pleased him to think 
that he could do such things so adroitly and cleverly that 
no one could catch him or hinder him from doing it again 
with others and in other places. Sitting in the tavern, 
sipping tea and vodka, he looked at all sorts of people and 
always with the same thought in his mind: how he would 
murder them. He looked up a friend who hailed from his 
village and was engaged in driving a dray. The drayman 
was not at home. He said that he would wait for him 
and sat talking to the wife. Suddenly when she turned 
her back on him, busying herself about the stove, the 
thought entered his mind to kill her. He wondered at him- 
self, shook his head, then pulling a knife from his bootleg, 
he threw her to the ground and cut her throat. The chil- 
dren began to cry, and he cut their throats too. This done, 
he left the city without staying overnight. In a village, 
beyond the city limits, he sought out a tavern and slept 
there. 

The next day he returned to town and while walking 
in the street, happened to overhear the conversation of 
Maria Semenovna with the teacher. Her glance had scared 
him at first, but nevertheless he resolved to break into her 
house and to steal the money which she had received. At 
night he broke the lock and entered the living room. The 
married daughter, who was the younger of the two women, 
was the first to hear him. She cried out and Stepan 
stabbed her dead without further ado. The son-in-law 
woke up and grappled with Stepan. He seized Stepan by 
the throat and struggled with him for a long time, but 
Stepan was the stronger. Having finished off the son-in- 
law, Stepan, excited and flushed with the struggle, entered 
the room next door. Here behind the partition Maria 
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Semenovna lay in her bed. She had risen to a sitting posture 
and gazed at Stepan with meek and frightened eyes, cross- 
ing herself. Her gaze again frightened Stepan. He low- 
ered his eyes. 

"Where is the money?" he asked without raising his 
eyes. 

She was silent. 

"Where is the money?" said Stepan showing her the 
knife. 

"How can you do such a thing?" she said. 

"Well, I can all right," said Stepan. 

Then he crossed to her bed, making ready to pinion 
her arms so that she could not prevent him, but she did 
not raise her arms ; in fact she offered no resistance what- 
ever, but merely pressed them to her bosom, and heaving a 
deep sigh she repeated: 

"It's a great sin. Think and pity yourself. You are 
killing others, but it's your own soul you ruin. Ah!" she 
cried out. 

Stepan could no longer bear her glance or her voice 
and slashed her throat with his knife. "What's the use of 
talking with you!" 

She sank back in her pillows and hoarsely moaned, 
while her blood gushed out over the bedding. He turned 
back and searched the living room for valuables. Having 
taken whatever he wanted, Stepan lighted a cigarette, sat 
awhile, cleaned his clothing and walked out. He thought 
that this crime like the others would leave no effect upon 
him, but before he had reached a lodging place weariness 
overcame him and he felt unable to move a limb. He lay 
down in his ditch and stayed there all that night, the next 
day and the following night. 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



PART TWO. 



L 



While he lay hiding in the ditch, Stcpan never ceased 
seeing Maria Semcnovna's meek, haggard, frightened face 
or to hear her voice. "How can you do such a thing?" 
her queer, lisping, piteous voice kept repeating. And in 
his mind he committed his crime against her over and 
over again. He commenced to feel troubled, he shut his 
eyes and flung his shaggy head this way and that way in 
order to shake off these thoughts and memories. And if 
for a moment he escaped thes^e bloody memories, it was 
only to find in their place at first one, than another black 
goblin, and in their wake still others, with red eyes, grimac- 
ing and always saying: "You made an end of her, now 
make an end of yourself, we shan't leave you in peace." 
And when he opened his eyes he saw her again, he heard 
her voice, and he began to feel sorry for her and to loathe 
and fear himself. And again he shut his eyes, and he saw 
the goblins once more. 

Towards the evening of the next day he rose and 
made his way to a dram shop. He had barely strength 
enough to reach it and began to drink. But no matter how 
much liquor he drank, he remained sober. In silence he 
sat at the table and drained one tumbler of liquor after 
the other, A police sergeant came into the dram shop. 
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"And who may you be?" asked the sergeant. 
"The same one who the other night butchered every 
soul at Dobrotvorov's" 

He was manacled and after being kept a day in the 
police station was sent the following morning to the pro- 
vincial capital. The warden of the prison there recognized 
in him a former inmate, who had once given him so much 
trouble and had since developed into a great criminal, and 
he received him very sternly: 

"Watch out, no fooling now," growled the warden, 
frowning and aggressively extending his lower jaw. "If 
I notice anything, Г11 flog you to death. You won't es- 
cape me!" 

"Why should I escape ?' said Stepan lowering his eyes, 
"I gave myself up voluntarily." 

"No back talk. And when superiors speak to you look 
up," cried the warden and struck him with his fist on the 
point of the jaw. 

While he was speaking, she had appeared to his vision 
again and he seemed to hear her voice. He had not heard 
a word the warden was saying. 

"What's that?" he asked when he came to under the 
sting of the blow. 

"Go on now, no play acting." 

The warden had expected violence, parleys with fellow- 
convicts, attempts at flight. But nothing of the kind oc- 
curred. Whenever a turnkey or the warden peered through 
the peephole in the door, they discovered Stepan seated on 
his sack of straw, his head in his hands, always whisper- 
ing something to himself. When brought before the inves- 
tigating magistrate for examination he showed himself 
again different from other prisoners: he seemed absent- 
minded, failed to hear questions, but when he heard and 
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understood them, his answers were so truthful that the 
n:agistrate, accustomed as he was to contend with trickery 
and cunning on the part of the accused, experienced a sen- 
sation akin to a man ascending the stairs, who raises his 
foot to reach the next step and finds there is none. 

With knit eyebrows, staring straight ahead, Stepan 
described all of his murders, in the plainest matter-of-fact 
tones, taking pains to recall every detail : "Then he came 
out," Stepan was describing his first murder, "he stood 
awhile in the doorway, and I whacked him over the head, 
he groaned, and I turned to the woman," etc. etc. When 
the prosecuting attorney made his roimd of the prisoners* 
cells and asked Stepan if he had any complaints to make 
or needed anything, Stepan answered that he needed noth- 
ing nor was being abused in any way. The prosecuting 
attorney walked a few steps further along the evil smelling 
passage way, then stopped and asked the warden who ac- 
companied him, about the behavior of the prisoner. 

"I never stop wondering at him," said the warden, 
pleased that Stepan had praised the treatment accorded to 
him. "He has been with us almost two months and his 
behavior is exemplary, only I fear that he may have some 
evil design in his head. He is a daring man and strong 
beyond measure." 

II. 

During the first month of his imprisonment Stepan 
suffered torments. He saw nothing but the grey walls of 
his cell, he heard the routine sounds of the prison and 
beneath his own cell the roar of the common ward, he 
heard also the footfall of the sentry pacing up and down 
the corridor, the ticking of the clock, and ever he saw her, 
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with the meek glance which had conquered him the first 
time he had met her in the street, with the slender and vein- 
streaked neck which he had slashed with a knife, and he 
heard her pleading, pitiful, lisping voice saying: "You 
are killing others, but it's your own soul you ruin, how 
can you do such a thing?" And then the voice was still 
and the black goblins came again. And they came whether 
his eyes were shut or open. When he opened his eyes they 
merged with doors and walls and gradually vanished, but 
they returned and hurled themselves upon him from three 
sides, making faces and always whispering: "Make an 
end now, make an end. Make a noose, start a fire." And 
Stepan's frame shook and quivered and he began to recite 
such prayers as he still knew, Hail Mary, and Our Father, 
and at first this seemed to help. Reciting these prayers he 
began to recall his early life: his father, his mother, the 
village, Voltchok — their little dog, his grandfather bedded 
by the fireside, the swings where he amused himself with 
the village boys, then he recalled the girls and their songs, 
then the horses that were stolen and the captured horse- 
thief whom he had finished off with a stone. Then he recalled 
his first prison, how he had left it, the fat yard porter at the 
inn, the drayman's wife and her children, and last of all 
her image rose before him. And the last memory was the 
most gruesome; the robe slipped from his shoulders, he 
leaped to his feet and began to pace his narrow cell like 
a caged beast, with short, jerky steps, turning abruptly 
when he reached the damp and moldy walls. And again 
he recited his prayers, but prayers helped no longer. 

And one of those interminable autumn evenings, when 
the wind whistled and roared in the chimneys, having had 
his fill of pacing the cell he sat down on his cot and real- 
ized that he could struggle no longer, that the black goblins 
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had overcome him. He had for a long time kept an eye 
on the oven ventilator. A thin rope or thin strip of linen 
could be wound around it and would hold. But it had to 
be managed cleverly. He went to work and for two days 
busied himself cutting strips from his sleeping sack. When 
the turnkey entered he let his robe fell on the cot hiding 
it. He tied the strips into knots and doubled them to make 
them strong enough to hold his body. While engaged in 
this work he suffered no torments. When everything was 
finished he made a dead noose, slipped his neck into it, 
climbed up on his cot and hanged himself. But just as 
his tongue began .to swell and protrude, the strips broke 
and he fell. The noise attracted the turnkey. They called 
the hospital assistant and took him to the infirmary. But 
they placed him in the general ward instead of the solitary 
cell when they had brought him around. 

In the general ward he lived with twenty other pris- 
oners, but kept himself aloof from them. He saw no one, 
he spoke with no one, and was still tormented by his for- 
mer visions. He felt agonies particularly when others 
slept, but he could not fall asleep and still kept seeing her, 
hearing her voice, and the black goblins with the terrible 
eyes came and mocked him. 

Again as before he recited his prayers, and these 
proved as ineffective as ever. 

One time when she appeared before him after he had 
prayed, he began to address his prayers to her, to her soul, 
begging her to release him, to forgive him. And when 
towards morning he had sunk back upon his crumpled 
sleeping sack, he fell into a heavy sleep, and in his dream 
she came to him again, with her slender, wrinkled, severed 
neck. 

"Will you forgive?" 
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She glanced at him with her meek eyes but did not 
reply. 

*4Vill you forgive?" 

Three times he asked her. But she gave no reply and 
he awoke. And suddenly he felt relief. He seemed to 
regain his senses, and for the first time began to get ac- 
quainted and to converse with his comrades in the ward. 



III. 

In the same ward with Stepan sat also Vassily who 
had been caught in a new theft and had been sentenced 
to deportation, as well as Tchuyev, who had been sentenced 
to settlement in Siberia. Vassily was for ever singing songs 
in his melodious voice or telling his comrades about his 
adventures. But Tchuyev either worked, mending his 
clothing and underwear, or read the New Testament and 
the Psalms. In reply to Stepan's inquiry why he was be- 
ing deported, Tchyuev declared that he was being sent 
away because of the true faith of Christ, since the deceiv- 
ing priests could not tolerate the spirit of those people 
living in accordance with the Gospel and thereby convict- 
ing them of sin. But when Stepan asked Tchyuev what 
was the law of the Gospel, Tchyuev explained to him that 
the law of the Gospel was to refrain from worshipping hand- 
made gods, and to worship in spirit and in truth. And 
he further explained how he had received this true faith 
from a legless cripple when they came to divide up their 
land. "Well, and will there be any retribution for evil 
deeds?" asked Stepan. "It's all written down. Listen." 

And Tchyuev read to him: 

"When the Son of man shall come in his glory, antj 
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all the holy angels with him, then shall he sit upon the 
throne of his glory: 

"And before him shall be gathered all nations : and he 
bhall separate them one from another, as a shepherd di- 
videth his sheep from the goats: 

"And he shall set the sheep on his right hand, but the 
goats on the left. 

"Then shall the King say unto them on his right hand, 
Come, yc blessed of my Father, inherit the kingdom pre- 
pared for you from the foimdation of the world : 

"For I was an hungred, and ye gave me meat : I was 
thirsty, and ye gave me drink» I was a stranger, and ye 
took me in: 

"Naked, and ye clothed me : I was sick, and ye visited 
me: I was in prison, and ye came unto me. 

"Then shall the righteous answer him, saying, Lord, 
when saw we thee an hungred, and fed thee? or thirsty, 
and gave thee drink? 

"When saw we thee a stranger, and took thee in? or 
naked, and clothed thee? 

"Oh when saw we thee sick, or in prison, and came 
unto thee? 

"And the King shall answer and say unto them. Verily 
I say unto you. Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one of 
the least of these my brethren, ye have done it unto me. 

"Then shall he say also unto them on the left hand, 
Depart from me, ye cursed, into everlasting fire, prepared 
for the devil and his angels: 

"For I was an hungred, and ye gave me no meat: 
I was thirsty, and ye gave me no drink: 

"I was a stranger, and ye took me not in : naked, and 
ye clothed me not: sick, and in prison, and ye visited me 
not. 
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"Then shall they also answer him, saying, Lord, when 
saw we thee an hungred, or athirst, or a stranger, or naked, 
or sick, or in prison, and did not minister unto thee? 

"Then shall he answer them, saying, Verily I say 
imto you. Inasmuch as ye did it not to one of the least of 
these, ye did it not to me. 

"And these shall go away into everlasting punishment : 
but the righteous into life eternal." 

(Matthew, XXV, 31-46). 

Vassily, who had squatted on the floor opposite Tchyuev 
and was also listening to the reading of the Scripture, 
nodded his well-shaped head in approval. 

"That's right," he exclaimed resolutely, "go, the book 
says, ye accursed into eternal torment, you never fed a 
poor man, but filled your own bellies instead. Serves them 
right. Let me read some of it for myself," he added, just 
to let them know boastfully that he could read. 

"Well, and will there be no forgiveness?" asked 
Stepan, who had listened in silence, bowing his shaggy 
head. 

"Wait, sit still," said Tchyuev to Vassily who kept 
harping on the failure of the rich to feed the wanderer, 
or to visit him in prison. "Wait a bit, will you ?" repeated 
Tchyuev turning the pages of the New Testament. Hav- 
ing found the passage for which he was looking, Tchyuev 
smoothed the book with his strong big hand which had 
grown white in confinement. 

"And there were also two others malefactors led with 
him to be put to death," began Tchyuev. 

"And when they were come to the place, which is called 
Calvary, there they crucified him, and the malefactors, one 
on the right hand, and the othfir on the left. 
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"Then said Jesus, Father, forgive them ; for they know 
not what they do.... 

"And the people stood beholding. And the rulers also 
with them derided him, saying, He saved others; let him 
save himself, if he be Christ, the chosen of God. 

"And the soldiers also mocked him, coming to him, 
and offering him vinegar. 

"And saying. If thou be the king of the Jews, save 
thyself. 

"And the superscription also was written over him in 
letters of Greek, and Latin, and Hebrew, THIS IS THE 
KING OF THE JEWS. 

"And one of the malefactors which were hanged railed 
on him, saying. If thou be Christ, save thyself and us. 

"But the other answering rebuked him, saying. Dost 
not thou fear God, seeing thou art in the same condemna- 
tion? 

"And we indeed justly; for we receive the due reward 
of our deeds: but this man hath done nothing amiss. 

"And he said unto Jesus, Lord, rer'ember me when 
thou comest into thy kingdom. 

"And Jesus said unto him. Verily I say unto thee. To- 
day shalt thou be with me in paradise." 

(Luke, XXII, 32-43.) 

Stepan did not say a word, but sat lost in deep medita- 
tion, as though listening, but in reality he heard no more 
of what Tchyuev was reading. 

"So this is the true faith," he mused. "Only those 
shall be saved who give food and drink to the poor and 
visit the prisoners, and hell is for those who don't do it. 
Still the robber on the cross repented and entered Paradise." 
He failed to see any contradiction in this, on the contrary 
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the one seemed to confirm the other. That the merciful 
will enter Paradise, and the mercilless will go to Hell, 
merely signified that all should be merciful, and that Christ 
forgave the robber simply showed that Christ was merci- 
ful. And all this seemed entirely new to Stepan. He 
merely wondered why all these things had been hidden 
from him before. And from now on he spent all of his 
spare time with Tchyuev, asking questions and listening. 
And listening, he comprehended. The general meaning of 
the whole teaching revealed itself to him in the sense that 
all men were brethren, and that they must love and pity 
one another, and then all would be well with them, and 
listening to it he accepted ever3iliing that confirmed the 
general tenor of this teaching as something once familiar 
but long forgotten, and ignored everything that seemingly 
failed to confirm it, ascribing it to his lack of understand- 
ing. And from this time on Stepan became a different 
man. 

IV. 

Stepan had been docile even before this, but now he 
simply amazed the warden and the turnkeys, as well as his 
fellow-prisoners, with the change that had been wrought in 
him. Without instructions, and even out of turn, he per- 
formed the most difficult tasks, including the most dis- 
agreeable. But in spite of this docility, his fellow-prison- 
ers esteemed him and feared him, knowing his firmness of 
will and his great physical strength, particularly after the 
incident with the two tramps who had attacked him, but 
whom he put to rout, breaking the arm of one of the as- 
sailants. These tramps had enticed a well-to-do young pris- 
oner into a card game, taking from him everything he pos- 
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sessed. Stepan intervened and recovered from them the 
money which they had won. The tramps showered him 
with abuse, and finally attacked him, but he overcame both 
of them. But when the warden inquired into the source 
of the trouble, the tramps declared that Stepan had at- 
tacked them. Stepan failed to put in a defence and humbly 
accepted the punishment which consisted of three days in 
the dungeon and the transfer to a solitary cell. 

Life in solitary confinement was a trial to him, inas- 
much as it separated him from Tchyuev and the Gospel, 
and beside she feared the return of his visions — of her 
and of the goblins. But the visions did not return. His 
soul was filled with something new and joyous. He would 
have been even happy in his solitude, if he could only read 
and if he had a New Testament. It was an easy matter 
to procure the book, but he could not read. 

As a boy he had begun to learn the alphabet in ac- 
cordance with the ancient method, but due to. his dullness 
he never advanced beyond the abc and could not fathom 
the mystery of syllables. But now he made up his mind 
to master reading and he asked the turnkey for a copy of 
the New Testament. The turnkey brought the book and 
Stepan set to work. He recognized the characters, but he 
could not put them together into words. Though he tried 
his best to understand how words were formed out of 
characters, he could not make any sense. Fretting over 
this he could not sleep or eat, and suffered tortures under 
the onslaught of prison vermin. 

"Well, can't you make it out yet?" asked him the 
turnkey one day. 

"No." 

"You know *Our Father which art in Heaven'?" 

"Well if you do, read, here it is," and the turnkey 
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found for him that passage in the New Testament. Stepan 
began to recite the prayer, comparing the familiar char- 
acters with the familiar sounds. And all at once the mys- 
tery of the composition of characters into words revealed 
itself to him and he commenced to read. This was a great 
joy to him. And from that time on he read, and the mean- 
ing which he gradually evolved out of the words as he 
painfully made them out assumed a still deeper significance. 
Solitude was no longer a burden to Stepan but a joy. 
He was engrossed in his task and when they transferred 
him into the general ward, in order to make room for newly 
arrived political prisoners, he experienced no feeling of 
satisfaction. 



Now it was Stepan instead of Tchyuev who frequently 
read aloud the New Testament in the ward, and while some 
prisoners were singing obscene songs, others listened to his 
reading and to his comments on what he had read. Thus 
two men always listened to him attentively and in silence: 
Makhorkin, a hard labor convict, imprisoned for murder 
and occasionally employed as a hangman, and Vassily, 
who had been caught in a theft and was being held in the 
same prison while waiting to be tried. During his stay in 
prison Makhorkin had performed his office of epcecutioner on 
two occasions, going to another town for the purpose. It 
was difficult to find people willing to carry out the verdicts 
of the judges. The peasants who had killed Pyotr Niko- 
laievitch had been tried by a military court and two of lliem 
had been sentenced to death by hanging. 

Makhorkin was ordered to the town of Pensa to act 
as hangman. On former occasions of this character, be- 
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ing a good writer, he had been wont to sit down immedi- 
ately and to pen a letter to the governor, stating that he 
had been ordered out of town to perfom his duties and re- 
questing the chief of the province to provide proper mile- 
age and maintenance; but this time, to the surprise of the 
warden he declared that he would not go nor ever again 
perform the office of an executioner. 

"Have you forgotten the lash?" yelled the warden. 

"Well, if I am to be lashed, it's all right, only there is 
a law which says 'Thou shalt not kill'." 

"You had your head turned by Stepan. A prison 
prophet indeed! You just wait." 

VI. 

In the meanwhile Makhin, the student who had forged 
the coupon, had graduated from high school and from the 
university law school. Thanks to his success with women, 
particularly with a former mistress of the deputy minister 
of justice, he had been appointed, while still a very young 
man, to the office of investigating magistrate. He was a 
dishonest man, head over heels in debt, a seducer of women, 
a gambler but withal he was clever, adroit and circumspect 
and knew his work well. He officiated in the district where 
Stepan was to be tried. At the very first examination 
Stepan amazed him with his replies — they were simple, 
straightforward and calm. Makhin unconsciously felt . 
that the man who stood before him — ^manacled, shaven- 
headed, led, guarded and delivered for safe-keeping by two 
soldiers, enjoyed perfect inner freedom and stood morally 
immeasurably above him. And for this reason, while ex- 
amining him, he constantly encouraged and urged himself 
onward in order to avoid embarrassment and confusion. 
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He was struck with the manner in which Stepan spoke of 
his misdeeds, as though they were incidents of a dim past, 
as though they had been committed by another person en- 
tirely. 

"Did you not feel sorry for them?" asked Makhin. 

"No, I did not tmderstand then." 

"And now?" 

Stepan smiled sadly. 

"Now, if you were to bum me with fire, I should re- 
fuse to do it again." 

"Why?" 

"Because I have learned since then that all men are 
brothers." 

"Well, and am I your brother too?" 

"Why, of course." 

"How can I be your brother if I sit in judgment over 
you and am doing my best to send you up?" 

"That is because you do not understand." 

"What is it that I do not understand?" 

"If you judge me, this shows that you do not under- 
stand." 

"Well, let us continue. And where did you go from 
there?" 

But most of all was Makin astounded when he learned 
that due to Stepan's influence, Makhorkin, the hangman, 
had refused to perform his office, though he was in danger 
of severe punishment because of his refusal. 

vn. 

At a soiree, in the residence of a family named Erop- 
kin, Makhin was paying assiduous court to two girls, both 
of them martimonial prizes. After singing a number of 
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ballads with such success (Makhin was very musical, he 
sang well and accompanied himself on the piano) he re- 
lated very accurately, thanks to his excellent memory for 
details, but quite dispassionately the story of the strange 
convict who had proselyted a hangman. The reason that 
Makhin was able to remember details and to state facts so 
lucidly lay in his habit of always maintaining an attitude 
of utter detachment to the people with whom he had deal- 
ings. He neither entered, nor knew how to enter into the 
psyche of other beings, and for this reason he could so 
well remember everything that happened to them, what they 
did and what they said. But Stepan had aroused his in- 
terest. He had not entered into Stepan's soul, yet he un- 
consciously asked himself the question: What is going on 
in his soul? And finding no answer, though feeling in- 
stinctively that it was something worth while, he described 
it all at the soiree: the conversion of the hangman, the 
reports of the warden concerning Stepan's behavior, his 
interest in the reading of the New Testament and his power- 
ful influence upon his fellgw-prisoners. 

All were impressed by Makhin's story, but most of all 
Lisa Eropkina, a girl of eighteen, who had recently gra- 
duated from the institute for young ladies ; having but re- 
cently come to realize the darkness and the narrowness of 
the artificial sphere in which she had grown up, she pas- 
sionately filled her lungs with the fresh air of real life like 
one coming to the surface after a period of submersion. 
She questioned Makhin regarding Stepan, asking how and 
why such a change had taken place in him, and Makhin 
repeated the facts as stated to him by the chief of police 
and also confirmed by Stepan himself, namely that after 
his last murder the meekness, the submissiveness and the 
utter lack of fear before death exhibited by the gentle 
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woman — ^the last victim of his lust for murder — ^had over- 
come him and opened his eyes, while the reading of the 
New Testament later on completed the transformation. 

For a long time that night Lisa Eropkina could not 
close her eyes. For months she had been undergoing an 
inward struggle between the worldly life into which her 
sister sought to entice her, and the infatuation with Makhin, 
which in her heart was associated with a desire to reform 
him. And now the latter force triumphed. She had already 
heard about that woman's murder. But now, having learned 
the details of her terrible death from Stepan's words as 
retold by Makhin, she became thoroughly conversant with 
the history of Maria Semenovna and was astounded at 
what she had learned. 

Lisa fervently longed to be another Maria Semenovna. 
She was rich and suspected that Makhin was paying her 
court because of her wealth. She made up her mind to 
distribute her property and announced this decision to 
Makhin. 

Makhin was pleased to have an opportunity of exhibit- 
ing the sincerity of his love, and this resolve, which seemed 
to him very magnanimous, had really touched his heart. 
But Lisa, who had inherited her estate from her mother, 
had to face the opposition of her father in carrying her 
decision into effect. Makhin aided her in this. And the 
<' more he acted in this spirit, the better he learned to under- 
stand that other world, hitherto so strange to him, the world 
of spiritual aspirations, which he saw in Lisa's soul. 

VIII. 

All noise had died out in the ward. Stepan lay on his 
bunk, but was still awake. Vassily came over and touched 
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his foot, signaling him to rise and follow him. Stepan 
slipped down from the bunk and joined Vassily. 

"Well, brother," said Vassily, "I want your help now." 

"How can I help?" 

"I want to escape." 

And Vassily informed Stepan that he had everjrthing 
ready for his escape. 

"To-morrow Г11 start a row with them," he pointed to 
the sleeping convicts. "They will blame me. I'll be trans- 
ferred upstairs. I know my way from there. Only you 
must manage to help me out of the mortuary." 

"That can be done. But where will you go?" 

"Where luck will lead me. There are lots of rogues 
about." 

"That is so, only it is not for us to judge them." 

"Well, Гт no murderer, you know. I have never 
ruined a soul. And as to stealing, what's the harm of it? 
Don't they rob us, poor people?" 

"That is their business. They will have to account for 
it." 

"Well, and are we to stand still and watch? Once T 
robbed a church, what was the harm of that? And now 
I am planning not to rob a shop, but to make one big haul 
and to distribute the money among good people." 

Just then one of the convicts climbed from his bunk 
with the aim of eavesdropping. Stepan and Vassily sep- 
arated. 

The next day Vassily proceeded as he had planned. 

He began to complain about the bread, saying that it 
was moldy, and stirred up the prisoners to ask for the 
warden in order to protest to him in person. 

The warden came in, gave them a severe tongue lashing, 
and learning that Vassily was at the bottom of tlie whole 
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affair, ordered him placed in a solitary cell in the upper 
story of the prison. This was just what Vassily wanted. 



IX. 

Vassily was familar with the upper cell to which he 
had been transferred. He knew the flooring, and the mo- 
ment he was locked in, he began to take up the boards. 
As soon as he was able to force himself tmder the floor, 
he pried open the ceiling boards and lowered himself into 
the mortuary below. In the mortuary were kept the sacks 
for prisoners' mattresses. Vassily knew this and had 
counted on this very room. The bolt in this ward had 
been slipped as arranged with Stepan. Vassily walked out 
of the door and proceeded to the old-fashioned latrine in 
the end of the corridor. Here an opening led down to the 
basement clear from the third story. Groping for the door 
Vassily returned to the mortuary. Here he took the linen 
sheet which covered the corpse of a convict. The body 
felt clammy and cold as ice as he came in contact with It 
in pulling off the sheet. He tied the sheet with some sacks 
into the semblance of a rope and returned with this im- 
provised rope to the latrine. There he secured it to the 
crossbeam and began to climb down. The rope did not 
reach all the way down to the ground. How much short 
it was he did not know, but he could not help himself now, 
and letting go he jumped. He hurt his legs, but was still 
able to walk. There were two windows in the basement. 
These were wide enough to let him squeeze through, but 
they were barred with iron bars. He had to pry open 
the bars. What with? Vassily began to search. There 
v/ere odd lengths of boards in the basement. He found 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE FORGED COUPON 177 

one stump with a pointed end and went to work attempting; 
to disengage the brickwork which held the bars in place. 
He worked for a quite a spell. The second cocks were 
crowing, but the bars still held. Finally one side gave way. 
Vassily forced the stump into the opening and bore down 
upon it with his entire weight. The bars were pried open, 
but a brick fell on the flagging and made a loud noise. 
Surely the sentries outside would hear it. Vassily's heart 
stood still. But all was quiet. He crawled through the 
window. He climbed out. Now he must scale a wall in 
order to reach the outside world. In the far corner of 
the court stood an outbuilding. He must climb up on the 
roof of that outbuilding and then he could manage the 
well. He needed a plank for it. No chance to climb up 
without it. Vassily crept back. He came out again with 
a plank and lay stock still listening for the sentry. The 
sentry, as he had hoped was pacing in the opposite 
direction along the court square. Vassily walked over to 
the outbuilding, put the board against the structure and 
started to climb. The board slipped and fell. Vassily was 
in stockinged feet, and now he took off his socks, in order 
to gain a better foothold with his toes. He leaned the 
board against the little structure once more and managed 
to take hold of the guttering, "Lordy, don't let me slip, 
let me hold on." He held on to the guttering and presently 
he swung his knee up on the roof. He heard the approach 
of the sentry and lay down, his heart in his mouth. But 
the sentry noticed nothing and was on his way back. Vas- 
sily jumped on the roof of the little outbuilding. The iron 
crackled under his feet. One step, then another and then 
tiie wall. Now he could touch the top of the wall with 
his hand. One hand first, then the other, he stretched him- 
self to full height and was astride of the wall. If he could 
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only jump down and live. Vassily turned around, sus- 
pended himself by his hands, stretched himself once more, 
let go first one hand, than the other. Praise be to God! 
He was on the ground. And the ground was soft. His 
limbs were whole and he started to run. 

In the suburb Malanya opened the door and let him 
in. Presently he crawled under the warm, sweat-reeking 
crazy-patch quilt of his wife's bed. 



X. 

The wife of Pyotr Nikolaievitch (a heavily built, 
phlegmatic childless woman) was looking out of the window 
during the encounter which ended in the killing of her hus- 
band ; she saw him killed and his body dragged somewhere 
away into the fields. A feeling of terror overcame Natalia 
Ivanovna (this was the name of the wife of Pyotr Niko- 
laievitch) at the sight of this bloody deed, and as might 
be expected, the shock was so powerful that it dulled all 
other feelings within her. When the mob had disappeared 
behind the garden wall, when the roar of the voices had 
subsided, and Malanya, the barefoot maid who waited upon 
them, rushed into the room with bulging eyes, with the 
air of one bringing happy tidings announced that Pyotr 
Nikolaievitch had been killed and thrown into the ravine, 
the first feeling of shock had begun to give way to another 
sensation : a feeling of gladness over her release from the 
tyrant with the black spectacles who had kept her in ser- 
vitude for nineteen years. Terrified on registering this feel- 
ing of relief, she refused to acknowledge it to herself and 
far less to confess it to anybody else. When his hairy, 
yellow, disfigured corpse was being prepared for the funeral 
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and then placed in the coffin, she was filled with horror, 
she wept and sobbed. 

When the investigating magistrate who looked after 
crimes of especial gravity arrived and examined her as a 
witness, she met in his office the two manacled peasants 
who were charged with being the principal culprits. One 
of them was an old man, with a long white curling beard 
and a calm, severe and handsome countenance. The other 
was not so old and looked something like a gipsy ; his eyes 
were black and flashing, his hair curly and disordered. She 
then testified to the best of her knowledge, identifying 
the accused as the men who had been the first to seize her 
husband's arms, and although that peasant who looked 
like a gipsy flashed his eyes and moved his eyebrows, re- 
proachfully warning her : "Don't sin, madam, we all must 
die some day!" she did not feel a shred of pity for them. 
On the contrary, during the inquest a hostile feeling had 
welled up within her, coupled with the desire to take revenge 
upon the murderers of her husband. 

A month later the case, which meanwhile had been re- 
ferred for trial to a military tribunal, was terminated by 
the sentencing of eight men to penal servitude with hard 
labor, while the two others, the old man with the white 
beard and the swarthy gipsy, as they called him, were sen- 
tenced to death by hanging. Now she began to feel troubled. 
But this disagreeable feeling of doubt soon passed away 
thanks to the solemnity of the proceedings. If the high I 
authorities considered this thing needful, it must be right. 

The death sentence was to be carried out in the village. 
Returning one Sunday from mass, Malanya, dressed in a 
new gown and new shoes, reported to her mistress that they 
were building the gallows and that a hangman was ex- 
pected from Moscow on Wednesday, and that the relatives 
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of the condemned men were wailing bitterly, their cries 
being heard all over the village. 

Natalia Ivanovna kept indoors, in order to avoid see- 
ing the gallows and the people, and only wished tliat the 
whole thing, since it had to be, were over as quickly as 
possible. She was thinking only of herself, but gave no 
thought to the condemned men or their families. 



XI. 

On Tuesday the chief of police paid a visit to Natalia 
Ivanovna, with whom he was well acquainted. Natalia 
Ivanovna treated him to vodka and to pickled mushrooms 
of her own preparation. The chief drank the vodka and 
tasted the mushrooms and thereupon informed her that 
there would be no execution the next day after all. 

"Why? How?" 

"It's a queer story. We cannot find a hangman. There 
was one in Moscow, but my son tells me he got the Gospel 
in his head and says: 'I must not kill'. He is himself a 
convicted murderer, but now he refuses to kill even with 
the sanction of the law. He was threatened with the lash. 
'Whip me', he says, *I cannot kill'." 

Natalia Ivanovna's face flushed a deep red and beads 
of perspiration appeared on her brow from thinking. 

"But cannot they be pardoned now?" 

"How can they be pardoned if they have been sen- 
tenced by the court? The Tsar alone can pardon them." 

"But how will the Tsar know about them?" 

"They have a right to appeal for pardon." 

"But they are being put to death because of me," said 
Natalia Ivanovna stupidly, "and I pardon them." 
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The chief laughed. 

"Why don't you ask for them?" 

"Canir 

"Of course you can." 

"But it is too late now." 

"You can telegraph." 

"To the Tsar?" 

"You can telegraph even to the Tsar." 

The news that the hangman had refused to officiate 
and was ready to suffer rather than to kill turned the heart 
of Natalia Ivanovna completely, and that feeling of horror 
and compassion which had been striving to express itself 
for some time, broke through and overwhelmed her. 

"Dear Philipp Vassilievitch, write that telegram for 
me. I want to ask the Tsar to pardon them." 

The chief shook his head. 

"We might get into trouble about this." 

"I am responsible. I shan't involve you at all." 

"What a good woman!" thought the chief. "A fine 
woman, indeed. If my old woman were like that, my life 
would be Paradise instead of what it is now." 

And the chief composed the telegram to the Tsar: 
"To His Imperial Majesty the Lord Emperor, the loyal 
subject of Your Imperial Majesty, the widow of the late 
collegiate assessor Pyotr Nikolaievitch Sventitzky, mur- 
dered by peasants, bowing at the sacred feet of Your 
Imperial Majesty" (this passage particularly pleased the 
chief who had composed this telegram) "implores Your 
Majesty to grant a pardon to the peasants so-and-so, of 
such and such village, district and province, who were con- 
demned to death for that crime." 

The chief sent the telegram in person, and the soul of 
Natalia Ivanovna was filled with joy and gladness. She 
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thought that if she, the widow of the murdered man, for- 
gave and pleaded for pardon, the Tsar could not refuse to 
grant her plea. 

XII. 

Lisa Eropkina lived in a perpetual state of exaltation. 
The further she proceeded along the newly found path of 
Christian life the more she felt assured that it was the true, 
path and the greater was the joy of her heart. 

She had now two immediate objects: the first, to 
convert Makhin, or rather, as she said to him, to bring him 
back to himself, to his good and beautiful self. She loved 
him, and the light of her love revealed to her the divine 
principle of his soul that is common to all men, only she 
saw in that principle of life which is common to all men 
something of his own, a goodness, tenderness and loftiness 
peculiar to him alone. The other object was to cease being 
rich. She had conceived the desire to free herself of prop- 
erty first in order to test Makhin, second for her own good, 
for her soul's sake, she wished to do it because of the in- 
junction in the Gospel. She commenced to give away her 
property, but her father restrained her, and finally more 
effectively than by her father she was stopped by the im- 
mense number of appeals that poured in upon her, ami 
these came in person and by letter. Then she decided to 
appeal to an old monastic who was noted for his holy life, 
asking him to take her money and to dispose of it as he 
saw fit. Having learned of this, her father lost his temper, 
called her a crazy woman, a psychopathic individual, and 
threatened to take measures to put her under restraint, in 
order to protect her against the results of her lunacy. 

The angry and irritable attitude of her father proved 
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contagious, and before she had time to think she burst 
into tears and said many rude things to her father, calling 
him a tyrant and a greedy miser. 

Then she begged her father to forgive her, and he said 
that he was not angry. She saw, however, that he felt 
insulted and had not forgiven her in his heart. She did 
not wish to tell Makhin about this encounter. Her sister, 
who had been jealous of her in reference to Makhin, had 
become utterly estranged from her. She had no one to 
confide in, no one to whom to confess and repent. 

"I must confess to God," she said and since it was the 
Lenten season, she decided to fast and to confess to her 
spiritual adviser, asking his counsel as to how she should 
proceed. 

A short distance from the city was a monastery where 
lived that old monastic, who was famed for his sainty life 
and his teachings, and for the prophecies and healings 
which were ascribed to him. 

The monastic had received a letter from the old man 
Eropkin warning him of the coming of his daughter and 
of her abnormally excited state of mind, and express- 
ing the confident hope that the saint would point out to 
her the true path which is the golden mean, the path of 
good Christian life without any violation of existing con- 
ditions. 

Wearied after ministering to a throng of visitors, the 
monastic received Lisa and began to give her soft counsel 
of moderation and of humble obedience to existing con- 
ditions, including the authority of parents. Lisa maintained 
silence, now blushing, now perspiring, but when he had 
finished, she commenced to remind him wkh tears in her 
eyes, timidly at first, and then more boldly that Christ had 
said," Leave thy father and thy mother, and follow Me." The 
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monastic smiled at first and interposed some trite custom- 
ary objections, then he lapsed into silence, broken with 
sighs and occasional utterances: "Oh Lord!" 

"Well, come to-morrow for confession," he said and 
blessed her with his wrinkled right hand. 

The next day he heard her confession and without 
continuing the discussion of the previous day he dismissed 
her, curtly refusing to assume the disposition of her prop- 
erty. 

The purity, the utter devotion to the will of God and 
the ardor of this girl had amazed the old monk. He had 
long since resolved to give up the world entirely, but the 
monastery demanded of him the continuance of his acti- 
vity. This activity was a source of revenue to the monas- 
tery. And he weakly consented, though he dimly felt the 
entire falseness of his position. He had been heralded a 
saint and a miracle worker, but he was merely a weak man 
carried away by his own success. And the soul of the girl 
which had revealed itself to him also revealed to him the 
state of his own soul. And he saw how far he was from 
being that which he would be and for which his heart now 
longed. 

Shortly after Lisa's visit he shut himself up in a re- 
treat, and only three weeks later came out into the church. 
He served mass and after mass preached a sermon in which 
he appeared as a penitent, but also charged the world with 
sin and called upon the people to repent. 

Every fortnight he preached a new sermon. And ever 
greater crowds of people flocked to hear him. His fame 
as a preacher spread far and wide. There was something 
unusual, something daring, something that rang true in his 
sermons, and for that reason he made such a deep impres- 
sion upon the people. 
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XIII. 

Meanwhile Vassily had been doing everything just as 
he had planned. With his friends one night he broke into 
the house of a rich man named Krasnopusov. He knew 
him to be a miser and utterly corrupt. He broke open 
his desk and took out the sum of thirty thousand roubles. 
And he did with it whatever he wanted. He had stopped 
drinking, and gave sums of money to poor girls who were 
about to marry and helped other people to pay their debts, 
but kept himself in the background. And his only worry 
was how to distribute the money in the best way possible. 
He likewise gave money to the police, and they did not 
search for him very hard. 

Joy reigned in his heart. When they arrested him 
after all, he laughed during the trial and boasted that since 
the fat-bellied rascal had not been putting the money to 
good accotmt and even did not know how much money he 
had, he had taken it upon himself to put the money in 
circulation and had helped many worthy people. 

And his defence was so good-natured and frank that 
the jurymen almost acquitted him. He was, however, sen- 
tenced to deportation. 

He thanked the court, but he issued a warning that he 
would escape again. 

XIV. 

The telegram to the Tsar with the petition of Sven- 
titzky's widow produced no effect whatever. In the peti- 
tions' committee it had been decided at first not to report 
it to the Tsar at all, but the Sventitzky affair came up for 
discussion one day at the Emperor's luncheon, and the 
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director of the petitions' committee brought the widow4 
telegram to the notice of the sovereign. 

"C'est ires gentil de sa part,"*) said one of the ladies 
of the Imperial family. 

But the Emperor sighed, shrugged his epauletted shoul- 
ders and said: "It's the law." Then he held up his wine- 
glass and a flunkey filled it with sparkling Moselle. Every- 
body's expression betokened marvel at the Imperial wis- 
dom. And the telegram was not mentioned again. So the 
two mujiks, the old and the young fellow, were hanged 
v/ith the assistance of a cruel murderer, a bestial Tartar 
hangman who had come down specially from the town of 
Kasan. 

The old man's widow had desired to attire his body in 
a white shirt, white trousers and new boots, but her re- 
quest was refused, and both men were buried in one grave 
outside the cemetery wall. 



"Princess Sophia Vladimirovna tells me that he is a 
wonderful preacher," said the Dowager Empress one day 
to her son, the Emperor. 

"Faites le venir. II peut precher a la Cathedrale/'**) 

"No, I'll have him preach to us," said the Emperor and 
brdered that the monk Isidor be sumnM)ned by command 
to preach at the Court. 

All the dignitaries gathered in the court church. The 
appearance of a new and extraordinary preacher was an 
event. 

A grey-haired thin little wisp of an old man came out. 



*) It's very nice of her. 
**) Have him come. He can preach in the Cathedral. 
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glanced about and saying "In the name of the Father, and 
cf the Son, and of the Holy Ghost," commenced to preach. 

At first everything went well, but the further he pro- 
gressed, the worse his sermon took. "II devenait de plus en 
plus aggressif,"*) the old Empress afterwards remarked. 
He denounced everybody. He spoke of capital punishment. 
He attributed the prevalence of capital punishment to poor 
government. Is it right to kill people in a Christian state? 

Everybody exchanged glances, and everybody thought 
only of tlie impropriety and of the disagreeable effect upon 
the Emperor, but nobody dared express his feelings. When 
Isidor had v/ound up with "Amen," the Metropolitan 
Archbishop rushed towards him and summoned him to an 
interview. 

After the interview with the Metropolitan, in the pres- 
ence of the Qiief Procurator of the Holy Synod, the old 
man was immediately despatched to a monastery, but not 
to the one where he had lived hitherto. He was sent in- 
stead to the distant Susdal monastery where Father Misael 
was abbott and commander.**) 



XV. 

Everybody assumed an expression that was a total 
denial of any disagreeable effect of Isidor's words, nor 
did any one venture an open reference to the sermon. And 
even the Tsar thought that the old monk's words had left 
no trace of an effect upon him, though once or twice dur- 



*) He became more and more aggressive. 

**) The Susdal monastery was used as a prison for recalcitrant 
eleries. 
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ing the day he recalled the imminent execution of the two 
peasants whose pardon was asked for in the Sventitzky tele- 
gram. But there was a parade to be reviewed that day, 
and later a solemn drive in the public streets, followed by 
ministers' . reports, then dinner and a theatre performance 
in the evening. As was his wont,' the Tsar fell asleep the 
moment his head had touched the pillow. During the night 
he was awakened by a terrible dream: he saw a field of 
gallows, each bearing a corpse. The corpses stretched out 
their tongues and the tongues seemed to lengthen enor- 
mously. Some one was saying: "This is your work, your 
work !" The Tsar woke up bathed in perspiration and be- 
gan to think. For the first time he was thinking of that 
responsibility which lay upon him and he recalled the words 
of the wizened old preacher. 

But he sensed the man within himself only from afar 
off, dimly ; he could not yield to the simple demands of the 
man because of the demands which presented themselves 
from all sides to the ruler: to acknowledge the demands 
of the man as more binding than those of the Tsar he 
lacked sufficient strength. 



XVI. 

After his second term in jail, Prokofi, once a smart, 
bright lad, who had been proud of himself and of his ap- 
pearance, emerged from prison an utterly crushed creature. 
When he was sober he just sat around, doing nothing, and 
in spite of his father's scoldings would not try his hand at 
any kind of work, but always watched for an opportunity 
to steal something that he could take to a dram shop in 
exchange for a drink. He would sit, cough, clear his chest 
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and expectorate. The doctor to whom he went for advice 
listened to his chest and shook his head: 

"You need something, my friend, which you haven't 
Tot." 

"True enough, for I have nothing/' 
"Drink milk and stop smoking." 
"This is Lent, and we have no cow апзпуау." 
One night in the springtime he could not fall asleep, 
his soul was filled with yearning, he longed for a drink. 
There was nothing at home which he could pick up. He 
arose, dressed, went out and walked along the street to- 
wards the parsonage. There he saw the deacon's harrow 
leaning against the fence. Prokofi came closer, threw the 
barrow over his shoulder and started off on the way to 
Petrovna's tavern : "She may give me a bottle for it." He 
had hardly taken a step when the deacon came out on the 
porch, It was daylight now, and he saw Prokofi walking 
away with his harrow. 

"Hey, you, what are you, trying to do?" 
The deacon sent out some servants to intercept him. 
Prokofi was caught and locked up. The justice of the 
peace sentenced him to eleven months imprisonment. 

It was autumn now. Prokofi had been meanwhile 
transferred to the infirmary. He was coughing, his chest 
seemed to be spliting with pain. Prokofi could not get 
warm. He shivered day and night. The warden's hobby 
was economy of fuel and he did not allow to heat the in- 
firmary before November. Prokofi suffered in his body, 
but even greater agonies in spirit. Everything was dis- 
tasteful to him and he hated everybody: the deacon, and 
the warden who denied him warmth, and the turnkey, and 
the convict with the red swollen lip who lay on the cot 
next to him. He also conceived a hatred against a new 
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convict who had been just brought in. This convict was 
Stepan. He had been taken ill with erysipelas and trans- 
ferred to the infirmary, where they placed him next to 
Prokofi. Prokofi had at first taken a dislike to him, but 
l?.ter came to love him so greatly that he always v/aited 
with longing for a chance to talk with him. And only 
after a few words with him the gnawing feeling in Prokofi's 
heart subsided. 

Stepan never tired of relating the story of his last 
murder and how it had affected him. 

"Let alone that she did not scream — *go ahead, slash 
away', she seemed to say, 'pity your own self, don't pity 
me'," Stepan would begin. 

"Well, of course, it's a terrible thing to send a soul 
to its doom. I tried to slaughter a lamb once, and was 
sorry I took it on myself to do it. But look at me, I have 
murdered no one, and why did those wretches ruin my 
life? I never harmed a living soul." 

"You will get your reward over there/* 

"Where?" 

"Where, you ask? What about God?" 

"Who has seen Him? I don't believe in these things, 
friend, I think when you die the grass grows over your 
grave, and that's the end of it." 

"How can you think so? See how many living souls 
I have sent to their doom, and she, poor woman, all her 
life she had gone about doing good to others. And do you 
think that she and I must fare alike? No, that cannot be." 

"So you think that when you die, the soul remains?" 

"Of course. That is certain and true." 

Prokofi was dying hard; he was gasping for breath 
and choking. But in the last hour he felt suddenly re- 
lieved. 
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He called Stepan. 

"Well, brother, good-bye. I see my death has come. 
T used to be afraid, but I fear no longer. Only I hope it 
comes quickly." 

And Prokofi died in the infirmary. 



XVII. 

In the meanwhile the affairs of Evgeni Mikhailovitch 
liad been going from bad to worse. His shop was mort- 
gaged. Business was poor. A competing shop had been 
opened in the town. The interest on the mortgage was due. 
He had to borrow more money. And in the end the shop 
and all of the merchandise in it were listed for sale. Evgeni 
Mikhailovitch and his wife rushed hither and thither but 
faied to get together the sum of four hundred roubles which 
was necessary to save the shop. 

They had entertained some hope that Krasnopusov, the 
merchant, would help him. Krasnopusov's mistress was a 
friend of the wife of Evgeni Mikhailovitch. 

But now it was currently reported that an immense 
sum of money had been stolen from Krasnopusov. It was 
rumored that the amount involved was half a million 
roubles. ' 

"And do you know who stole it?" said the wife of 
Evgeni Mikhailovitch to her husband. "Vassily, our for- 
mer yard porter. They say he just scatters money and he 
has bought out the police." 

"He was a scoundrel," said Evgeni Mikhailovitch. 
"How willingly he perjured himself that time ! I had never 
thought he'd do it so willingly." 

"They say that he has called on the tenants in the rear 
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of our court. The cook says that he married off fourteen 
poor girls from there/' 

"Nonsense." 

Just then a queer-looking, seedly old man in a leather 
jacket entered the shop. 

"What do you want?" 

"A letter for you." 

"From whom?" 

"You'll see for yourself." 

"Well, is there any answer? Wait a moment." 

"I can't," and the strange chap handed over the en- 
velope and hurriedly departed. 

"That's funny." 

Evgeni Mikhailovitch tore open the coarse envelope and 
refused to believe his eyes : it contained notes of one hun- 
dred roubles. Four of them. What is this? Besides the 
money he found a poorly spelled letter which was addressed, 
to him: "The Gospel says render good for evil. You did 
me much harm with the coupon, and wronged the mujik 
as well, but I feel sorry for you. There, take the four 
hundred roubles and remember your porter Vassily." 

"No, but this is marvelous," Evgeni Mikhailovitch 
kept repeating to himself and to his wife. And when he 
recalled the incident, and when he spoke of it to his wife, 
tears came into his eyes and his heart was filled with joy. 



XVIII. 

In the Susdal monastic prison were interned fourteen 
men of the clergy, principally for apostasy from Orthodoxy. 
Thither Isidor was sent for confinement. Father Misael 
received Isidor in accordance with written instructions, and 
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without entering into a conversation with him, ordered 
him placed in a solitary cell as a grave offender. In the 
third week of Isidores stay in prison, Father Misael was 
making the rounds. Entering Isidor's cell he asked him 
whether he needed anything. 

"I need many things, I cannot speak before others. 
Give me an opportunity of speaking to you without wit- 
nesses." 

They exchanged glances and MiSiael understood that 
he had nothing to fear. He ordered Isidor brought to his 
own cell and when they remained alone, he said: 

"Well, speak now." 

Isidor sank to his knees. 

"Brother," said Isidor. "What are you doing? Pity 
yourself. There is no malefactor worse than you. You 
have defiled everything that is holy . . ." 

A month later Misael submitted a petition for the re- 
lease of Isidor and of seven others, on the plea of accom- 
plished repentance, and handed also his own resignation, 
praying to be retired to a monastery. 

XIX. 

Ten years passed. Mitya Smokovnikov had graduated 
from the Polytechnic institute and was now an engineer, 
receiving a generous salary being attached to some gold 
mines in Siberia. He had to start on a prospecting trip 
in his district. The superintendent suggested that he take 
along as driver a hard labor convict, one Stepan Pelagey- 
ushkin. 

"A hard labor convict? Is it not dangerous?" 
"Not in this case. He is a saint. Ask whomever you 
like." 
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"What was his crime?" 

The superintendent smiled. 

"He had committed six murders, yet he is now a saint. 
I guarantee him." 

And Mitya Smokovnikov consented to take Stepan 
along. He turned out to be a baldheaded, haggard, weather- 
beaten old man. And they drove off together. 

While they thus traveled Stepan gave his best care to 
others wherever he could, but he tended Smokovnikov like 
a child of his own. En route Stepan told him his story, 
and explained how and why he was living in the district, 
and how he maintained himself. And oddly enough, Mitya 
Smokovnikov, whose life had hitherto been a round of 
drinking, eating and gambling, of liquor and women, be- 
gan to ponder over this life for the first time. And these 
thoughts refused to leave him, but stirred his soul with 
increasing emotion. A position was offered to him where 
he could gain a larger income, but he declined it, and re- 
solved to use the money which he had saved for the pur- 
chase of an estate, to marry and to serve the people as well 
as he could. 

XX. 

And this was just what he did. But first he had sought 
out his father from whom he had become estranged be- 
cause of new family ties which his father had formed. He 
resolved to seek a reconciliation. And he accomplished 
his desire. The father marveled and laughed at him, but 
later suddenly ceased to criticise him and recalled numer- 
ous instances where he had been at fault before him. 

1903-1905. 
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Alyoshka*) was the youngest of several brothers. He was 
nicknamed Gorshok (Pot), because his mother had once 
sent him to deliver a pot of milk to the deacon's wife and 
he had stumbled on the way and broken the pot. The 
mother gave him a troimcing, and the children teased him 
and called him "Gorshok." "Alyoshka Gorshok!" they said, 
and the name stuck to him. Alyoshka was a slim lad, with 
outstanding ears ; his ears protruded on both sides of ihis 
head like a pair of wings, and he had a prominent nose. 
The youngsters mocked him saying: "Alyoshka's nose is 
like a dog on the hill." There was a school in the village, 
but Alyoshka had no head for learning, and to tell the truth, 
he had no time to go to school. The oldest brother had 
gone to town to work for a shopkeeper, and Alyoshka was 
compelled to help his father with chores. He was only six 
years old when in company with his sister he was put 
to watch a cow and some sheep in the pasture. And as 
he grew older, he had to look after the horses in the fields, 
sometimes in the day time, and sometimes even on the 
night job. At the age of twelve he was made to plow and 
to drive. He had no physical strength, but he knew the 
ropes. And he was always good-nattired. When the. 
youngsters teased him, he either said nothing or laughed 
with them. When his father upbraided him, he listened in 
silence. And the moment the scolding was over, he smiled 
and took up the work that was before him. 

Alyosha**) was nineteen years old when his brother 



*) Alyoshka— coarse diminutive for Alexey (Alexis). 
•*) Alj'oslia — diminutive for Alexey. 
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was drafted into the army. And the father sent him to 
town to the shopkeeper's, to take his brother's place as a 
yard porter. Alyoshka was given his brother's old boots, 
and his father's hat and coat, and thus they took him to 
town. Aiyosha was mighty pleased with his outfit, but his 
new master was not satisfied with his appearance. 

"I though you would send me a man in Semen's place," 
said the shopkeeper, measuring Aiyosha from head to foot 
with a critical glance, "but you've sent me some kind of 
ninny. What is he good for?" 

"He can do an)rthing; he can harness the horses, he 
can drive anywhere, and he is a glutton for work ; he only 
looks useless, but he's very wiry." 

"WeU, I'U try him out." 

"And above all he never gives back talk. And just 
cats up work." 

"Well, what can I do with you now ? Leave him here." 

And Aiyosha remained with the shopkeeper. 

The employer's family was small. The wife, the old 
mother, an unmarried elder son attending to the business, 
another son, a studious youth, who had been to high school 
and the imiversity but had been expelled from the latter 
institution and had returned home to live. There was also 
a daughter, who was a high school student. 

At first they did not like Alyoshka. He was too much 
of a mujik. His clothes were poor, and his manners rough. 
He addressed everybody with the familiar "thou," but they 
soon grew used to him. In his work he did better than his 
brother before him ; whatever he was ordered to do, he at- 
tended to his work willingly and quickly, and as soon as he 
was through with one task he took up the next and wasted 
no time. And even as they had been wont to do in his 
homestead, all sorts of chores were piled upou Alyoshka. 
The mistress of the house, and the master's mother, the 
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son and the daughter, the shop assistant and the cook, sent 
him hither and thither and made him do all sorts of things 
for them. All you could hear was: "Here, run an errand 
for me, Alyoshka'*, or "You attend to this, Alyoshka," 
"You didn't forget this, Alyoshka?" and "Don't forget 
that, Alyoshka." And Alyoshka ran hither and thither, at- 
tended to this and to that, looked after things, forgot noth- 
ing, 'managed to accomplish everything, and smiled inces- 
santly. ' 

His brother's boots were soon hopelessly torn, and the 
master gave him a scolding for walking about with fringed 
uppers and bare toes sticking out. He told him to go to 
market and to buy himself a pair of boots. The boots were 
new, and Alyosha feh proud of them, but his feet had not 
changed, and towards evening they were sore with the con- 
stant running around, and he was put out with them. 
Alyoshka was afraid lest his father, coming to town to 
collect his wages, should feel annoyed because the master 
intended to deduct the cost of the boots from his pay. 

In the» winter time Alyosha was wont to rise before 
daybreak, in order to chop the wood, to sweep the yard, 
to feed the cow and the horse and to give them drink. 
Then he built fires, cleaned the family's boots and clothes, 
prepared the samovars and polished them. Then the shop 
assistant called him to drag the goods outside, or else the 
cook put him to mixing dough or to cleaning pans. Then 
he was sent to town with messages, or ordered to call for 
the master's daughter at the high school, or to fetch some 
cottonseed oil for the old lady. "Where have you been 
loafing, curse you?" now one, now the other flung at him. 
"Don't you go yourself, send Alyoshka. Alyoshka will go. 
Alyoshka! Alyoshka! Where are you?" And Alyoshka 
was off on a run. 

He ate his breakfast on foot, while attending to er- 
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rands, and he hardly ever managed to be on time for din- 
ner. The cook scolded him for failing to show up for 
meals with the rest. But nevertheless she felt sorry for 
him and always saved something warm for his dinner or 
supper. It was particularly before and during the holi- 
days that the work piled up upon him. But Alyosha was 
glad of the holiday season, because they tipped him then, 
and though the gratuities did not amount to much, still 
even if he managed to get together only sixty kopeks, it was 
his own money and he could spend it as he saw fit. But 
he never even as much as laid his eyes on his wages. The 
father came to town, collected the money from the shop- 
keeper and merely called him down for wearing out his 
boots too quickly. 

When he had saved two roubles in gratuities, he bought 
by the cook's advice a knit red sweater, and when he put 
it on he pursed up his lips with sheer delight. 

Alyosha had little to say, and when he spoke, he spoke 
abruptly and curtly. When he was ordered to do some- 
thing and they asked him whether he could do it he an- 
swered always without hesitation : **I can do it." 

He did not know any prayers. Those prayers which 
his mother had taught him he had forgotten. Nevertheless 
he prayed morning and evening — ^he prayed with his hands, 
crossing himself. 

Thus Alyosha lived a year and a half, and then sud- 
denly, in the second half of his second year in the shop- 
keeper's house a most unusual event took place in his life. 
This event consisted in the astounding discovery that in 
addition to those relations which exist between human be- 
ings as the result of their having need of one another, 
there were also other relations of an entirely different char- 
acter: having nothing to do with the cleaning of boots, 
running of errands, harnessing of horses, but something 
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that led one human being to serve another and to be f riend- 
1}'' to another, although that second being was of no use 
and entirely unnecessary to the first. And he, Alyosha, was 
that person. He learned this through Ustinia, the cook. 
Ustyusha*) was an orphan, a young girl yet, and just as 
hardworking as Alyosha. She felt sorry for Alyosha and 
was kind to him, and Alyosha for the first time in his life 
sensed that it was he, and not his services, that it was he 
himself who was desired by another being. When his 
mother was good to him, he had never noticed it; it had 
seemed to him sometliing natural, it was like being kind to 
oneself. But here he suddenly observed that Ustinia, a 
total stranger, felt sorry for him and was good to him, 
leaving him porridge with butter in a pot, watching him, 
with her chin perching on her bared arm, while he ate. 
And when he looked up, she would smile, and he would 
smile in return. 

This was so novel and strange that at first it had 
frightened Alyosha. And he felt that it would make it hard 
for him to serve as well as he had been serving. Never- 
theless he was pleased, and when he saw his pants which 
Ustinia had mended, he shook his head and smiled. Often 
while at work or while running his errands he thought of 
Ustinia and said to himself: "Good girl that Ustinia!*' 
Ustinia helped him wherever she could and he helped her. 
She told him all about herself, how she had lost her par- 
ents, how an aunt then took her in, later sending her out to 
service in town, how the master's son had tried to coax her 
into folly and how she had sent him about his business. She 
loved to talk, and he loved to listen to her. He often heard 
that it was the custom in town for the mujik servants to 
marry the cooks. One day she asked him whether his par- 



*) Ustyusha — diminutive for Ustinia. 
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cnts meant to marry him off soon. And he said that he 
did not know, but that he did not care to take a wife from 
the village. 

"Have you foimd a girl to your liking in town?" 

"Well, I'd take you. Will you have me?" 

"You're not so slow, though they do call you 'Gor- 
shok,' the Pot," she said and hit him with a ladle. "Well, 
why shouldn't I have you?" 

In the carnival week before Lent the old man came to 
town to collect. The shopkeeper's wife had foimd out that 
Alyosha intended to marry Ustinia and she did not like the 
idea. "She'll have a child, what good will she be with a 
baby to look after?" she said to her husband. 

The master paid out Alyosha's wages to his father. 

"Well how does my youngster live?" asked the mujik, 
"Didn't I tell you he was a lad without backtalk?" 

"Right enough what you say about backtalk, only he 
has foofish notions in his head. He's stuck on marrying 
the cook. But I won't keep married help in my employ. 
It does not suit us." 

"What a fool! What a fool!" sdd the father. "Don't 
worry. I'll order him to drop these notions." 

The father made his way to the kitchen and sat down 
ai the table waiting for his son. Alyosha had been out on 
an errand and returned all out of breath. 

"I thought you were a dutiful son, and now what has 
got into your head?" said the father. 

"Why, nothing!" 

"Nothing, indeed ! You are thinking of marrying. I'll 
marry you when the time comes, and shall pick the right 
kind of girl, not a town slut." 

The father kept saying many things. Alyosha stood 
and sighed. When the father was through, Alyosha smiled. 

"Well, I can drop it." 
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"See that you do." 

When the father was gone and he was left alone witii 
Ustinia, he told her. She had been just behind the door, 
listening to the father's conversation with his son. 

"Well, our plan won't work. D'you hear it? He's 
angry, says to cut it out." 

She silently wept Jnto her apron. 

Alyosha clicked his tongue. 

"Can't disobey. I figure we'll have to give it up." 

In the evening when the master's wife called him and 
ordered him to put up the shutters, she asked him: 

"Well, are you going to mind your father, will you 
give up those crazy notions?" * 

"It looks that way," said Alyosha with a laugh, and 
immediately burst into tears. 

From that time on Alyosha never talked to Ustinia 
about marriage, but lived as before. 

Late that Lent the shop assistant sent him up on the 
roof to clean the snow. He climbed upon the roof and 
cleared all snow away, then he began to loosen up the icy 
coating near the guttering. He slipped and fell with his 
shovel in his hand. Unfortunately he did not fall in the 
snow heap, but struck an iron railing. Ustinia and the 
master's daughter came running towards him : 

"Are you hurt, Alyosha?" 

"Hurt, indeed! Not a bit of if 

He tried to rise, but could not and smiled. They took 
him to the servants' quarters. A hospital assistant came 
and looked him over and asked him where he felt the pain. 

"I have pains all over, but that's nothing. I'm only 
afraid the master will be angry. And I'd like to let my 
dad know about it." 

Alyosha lay in bed two days. On the third they sent 
for the priest. 
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"Wdl, are you going to die?*' asked Ustinia. 

"What do you think? Can we live forever? Some 
day we must go," said Alyosha with his old time glibness. 

"And thank you, Ustyusha, youVe been good to me. 
See, after all it has turned out for the best that they didn't 
let us marry. It would have come to this. Now all is 
well." 

When the priest came he prayed only with his hands 
and with his heart. And there was this feeling in his heart : 
even as it is well with a man in this world when Ъс is 
obedient and wrongs no one, even so will it be yonder. 

He had little to say. He only begged for water, and 
every now and then an expression of wonderment came in 
his eyes. 

And once again he looked as though marveling at some- 
thing, then he stretched out his limbs and died. 

February 28, 1905. 
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THE CAUSE OF IT ALL. 
A Comedy, 

Characters 

Old Akulina, peasant woman, 70, well preserved, very 
prim, follower of the Old Law (dissenter). 

MiKHAiLA, Akulina's son, 35, fiery, proud, ambitious, vigor- 
ous. 

Marfa, Mikhaila's wife, 32, a shrew, a fast and voluble 
talker. 

Parashka, their daughter, 10. 

Taras, village constable, 50, dignified, slow of speech, 
pompous. 

Vagrant, 40, shifty, slender, talks with emphasis; when 
under the influence of liquor, rather loose of speech. 

Ignat, 40, jocular, good-natured, stupid. 

Neighbor, 40, a busybody. 
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ACT I. 

Autumn. Peasant hut consisting of a living room and 
store room. Old Akulina spinning; Marfa, mistress of 
the house, mixing dough. Little Parashka rocking the 
cradle. 

Marfa. 

Ah, I have evil forebodings in my heart. What keeps 
them so long? Same as the other day when he took tl*3 
load of wood to town. He spent half of it on drink. And 
it's all my own fault. 

Akulina. 

What's the use of borrowing trouble? It's early yet. 
While there's life there's hope. Before you know . . 

Marfa. 

Early, indeed! Hasn't Akimitch got back? And didn't 
he start long after my Mikhaila? But my Mikhaila isn't [ 
home yet. It's nothing but drudge, drudge for me, and not 
a bit of pleasure. 

Akulina. 

Akimitch had a delivery, but Mikhaila had to sell in 
the market. 
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Makfa. 

I should not worry, if he'd gone alone, but Ignat went 
with him. And when my Mikhaila gets together with this 
fat-faced mule. Lord forgive me, no good ever comes of 
it; he'll fill up on liquor sure as fate. And here I work 
and struggle day in, day out, all the livelong day. Every- 
thing is on my shoulders. I shouldn't mind if I had some- 
thing to look forward to. But all the joy I have is to keep 
on working from morning till night. 

{The door opens, Taras, the village constable, enters 
with a ragged Vagrant.*) 

Taras. 
Good health to you, I've brought you a lodger. 

Vagrant. 
{Bowing.) My respects to the household. 

Marfa. 

Aren't you quartering them here a little too often? 
We had one over night last Wednesday. Always us, al- 
ways us. Why not try it on Stepanida ? She has no yoimg 
ones. I have hardly room for my own. Always us, always 
us. 

Taras. 

We do it in turns. 



*) It is the custom in the Russian villages to assign vagrants, 
who apply for lodging, to the village households in turn. It is con- 
sidered a sin to turn away a wanderer. 
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Marfa. 

Turns, indeed. I have children, and my goodman is 
away. 

Taras. 

Let him stay over night, he won't wear out your floor. 

Akulina. 
{To the Vagrant). Come in, sit down, visit with us. 

Vagrant. 

I render thanks. If now I could get something to 
cat . . . 

Marfa. 

Right off the reel something to eat ! Haven't you asked 
from door to door in the village? 

Vagrant. 

(Sighs.) I am not accustomed to do so by virtue of my 
calling. And since I have no provisions of my own along... 

Akulina. 

{Rises, fetches a loaf of bread, cuts off a slice and gives it 
ta the Vagrant.) 

Vagrant. 

{Takes the offered slice of bread.) Merci. {Sits down on 
the window sill and eats greedily,) 

Taras. 
And where is Mikhaila? 
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Marfa. 

Gone to town with a load of hay. Time for him to 
be back, but no sign of Mikhaila. I am so worried. Some- 
thing might have happened to him. 

Taras. 
But what can happen to him? 

Marfa. 

What, indeed ! Nothing good to be sure, we can only 
expect the worst. And he, the moment he leaves the house, 
it's little he cares. Гт waiting for him to come any min- 
ute and I know he'll come drunk. 

Akulina. 

{Sits down at the spinning wheel, near Taras, and points 
to Marfa.) No such thing as a little silence. I always 
say, we women-folk fret and stew too much. 

Marfa. 

If he'd gone alone, I should not worry. But he went 
with that fellow Ignat. 

Taras. 

{With a smile.) Well» Ignat Ivanitch, I grant you, is al- 
ways willing to take a drop. 

Akulina. 

Doesn't he know Ignat? Ignat can look out for him- 
self, same as he can look out for himself. 
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Marfa. 

It's easy for you to talk, ma. But his gallivanting has 
come up to my neck. While he's sober, it's a sin to deny 
that he is good, but when he is drunk, you know yourself 
how he is. You can't open your mouth without getting 
into trouble. 

Taras. 

And you women ought to know better. Say a man has 
had a bit to drink. Well, what of it? Let him have his 
fling, then let him sleep it off, and everything will go 
smoothly. But you women must argue with a man. 

Marfa. 

You can do what you please. When he is drunk, there 
is no way to suit him. 

Taras. 

You should take everything into consideration. We 
men must have a drop now and then. You women have 
housework to look after, but we men meet other men, we 
have business to talk over, and we can't help it. So we 
take a drink or two, and where's the harm? 

Marfa. 

It's easy for you to talk, but it is hard on us women. 
Very, very hard. If we could rope in you men though 
only for a week to do our work, you'd sing a different 
tune. It's mix the dough, cook the meals, spin and weave, 
feed the cattle, and the rest of the work, and wash, dress 
and feed the barebellied brats, that's all on our shoulders. 
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And if you fail to do a thing just so, specially if he's 
liquored up, look out! A woman's life . . . 

Vagrant. 

Quite right. It's the cause of it all, the source of all 
trouble. That is to say all the catastrophes of life spring 
from alcohol. 

Taras. 

Evidently that was what laid you low. 

Vagrant. 

May be so and may be not, but I have had my share 
of suffering from it . . . The career of my life might have 
been entirely different but for alcohol. 

Taras. 

Now to my way of thinking, if you drink and use 
sense, there is no harm in it whatsoever. 

Vagrant. 

But I affirm it has so potent an energy that it can 
utterly ruin a life. 

Marfa. 

And I say : Here I slave and try my hardest and what 
do I get for it? Abuse and a beating like a dog. 

Vagrant. 

Moreover there are such persons, individuals, I might 
say, who become thoroughly bereft of reason on account 
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of it and commit acts which are altogether prejudicial. As 
long as such a man keeps away from drink, he won't take 
a thing that does not belong to him, if you hand it to him 
on a platter. But let him take a drop of liquor, and he 
grabs everything he lays his hands on. And oh, the beat- 
ings! Oh, the time I've spent in prison! As long as I 
keep away from drink, I'm honest, honorable in all things, 
but let me have a drop, I mean let such an individual have 
a drop, and he grabs whatever comes along. 

Akulina. 
I think it all comes from the man himself. 

Vagrant. 

That may be, while the man is well, but this a kind of 
disease. 

Taras. 

A disease, indeed! A good trouncing, and the dis- 
ease is cured. Good-bye, meanwhile. {Exit.) 

Akulina. 

{Looks at the Vagrant, notices that he has finished eating 
his bread.) Marfa, Marfa, cut another slice for him. 

Marfa. 

{Wiping her hands, ready to leave the room.) Bother him. 
T must go and look after the samovar. {Exit.) 

Akulina. 

{Rises, crosses to the table, takes the loaf, cuts a fresh slice 
and gives it to the Vagrant.) 
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Vagrant. 
Merci. My appetite is a bit lively. 

Akulina. 
Are you a tradesman? 

Vagrant. 
Who? Me? I am a machinist. 

Akulina. 
Used to big wages, I swan? 

Vagrant. 
Fifty and seventy roubles. 

Akulina. 
Do tell ! And how did you come down so? 

Vagrant. 

Lost my grip. I'm not the only one. Lost my grip 
because in these days there is no living for an honest man. 

Marfa. 

{Brings in the samovar.) Lordy, I swear he'll come home 
drunk. I feel it in my heart. 

Akulina. 
I hope myself he is not off on a carouse. 
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Marfa. 

God forbid. There I struggle and struggle, mixing the 
dough, baking, cooking, spinning, weaving, looking after 
the cattle, ever3rthing on my shoulders. {The infant in the 
cradle begins to cry.) Parashka, rock the yoimgster. What 
a life we women lead ! And when he's drunk, everything's 
wrong. Just one word out of the way . . . 

Akulina. 

{Brews the tea.) And this is the last of the tea. Did you 
tell him to bring some tea? 

Marfa. 

I sure did. He promised to bring some. You watch 
him. Do you reckon hell think of home? {Puts the samo- 
var on the table.) 

(Vagrant edges away from the table,) 
table.) 

Akuuna. 
Why do you walk away? We'll have some tea. 

Vagrant. 

Accept my thanks for hospitable treatment. {Throws 
away his cigarette and returns to the table.) 

Marfa. 
Who may you be? A peasant or what? 
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Vagrant. 

I am neither a peasant, mother» nor yet a nobleman, 
I am of the two-edged estate. 

Marfa. 
How do you make that out? {Offers him a cup,) 

Vagrant. 

Merci. Inasmuch as my father was a Polish count, 
though beside him there were many others, and I have also 
had two mothers. On the whole my biography is very 
complicated. 

Marfa. 

Drink some more. Any schooling? 

Vagrant. 

My schooling, too, was rather circumscribed. It was 
not my real mother, but my foster mother who apprenticed 
me to a blacksmith. Thus a blacksmith was my first 
pedagog. And his pedagogy consisted in this that my black- 
smith struck less often the anvil than my unfortimate head. 
Yet as much as he beat me he could not rob me of talent. 
Then I fell in with a locksmith. Here I was appreciated 
and learned the trade, becoming a first class mechanic. 
Formed acquaintances with educated people, held a mem- 
bership in a party faction. Acquired a superior vocabulary. 
And my life became elevated, because I possessed enor- 
mous talents. 

Akulina. 
To be sure* 
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Vagrant. 

And then came disaster, the despotic oppression of the 
life of the people, and I found myself in jail, in other 
words deprived of liberty. 

Marfa. 
For what cause? 

Vagrant. 
Because of rights. 

Marfa. 
What rights? 

Vagrant. 

What rights ? Why such rights that should prevent the 
moneybag from idling eternally, and make it possible for 
the laboring proletarian to receive a reward for his labors. 

Akuuna. 
But how about land? 

Vagrant. 
*эл1)[пэ1дЗв ui OS иэлз 'Зшф 9шв§; 

Akulina. 
God grant it and the Queen of Heaven. We're get- 
ting terribly crowded. But now what? 
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Vagrant. 

Now? I'm making my way to Moscow. I'll go to 
some exploiter. What can I do? I'll submit. I'll say, 
give me any kind of work, only give me work. 

Akulina. 
Well, have some more tea. 

Vagrant. 

Thanks, merci ill other words. 

(Noise and voices in the hall.) 

Akulina. 
There's Mikhaila. Just in time for tea. 

Marfa. 

(Rising.) Woe betide! He's with Ignat. That means he 
is drunk. 

(Mikhaila and Ignat tumble into 
the room, both of them drunk.) 

Ignat. 

Good health to you. (Bows before the holy image,) 
And here we are, drat your eyes, just in time for the samo- 
var. Such is luck — ^you come to church, mass is out, come 
to dinner, late again, but you're always in time for some- 
thing to drink. Ha, ha, ha ! Well, you've tea for us, and we 
have liquor for you. How is that? (Laugh^,) 
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MiKHAILA. 

And what wind blew in this swell? {Produces a bottle 
ffom his bosom and places it on the table.) Bring us some 
cups. 

Akulina. 



Had a good trip? 



Ignat. 



Couldn't wish for better, drat your eyes, and so we 
drank a bit, and had a good time and brought some home 
with us. 

MiKHAILA. 

{Fills the cups and offers one to his mother, another to the 
Vagrant.) You, too, drink. 

Vagrant. 

{Takes the cup.) Accept my appreciative thanks. Your 
health! {Drinks,) 

Ignat. 

Good lad ! Just watch him put it down. It makes his 
veins tingle, I swan, on the empty stomach. (Pours out 
another cup.) 

Vagrant. 

(Drinking,) I wish you success in all of your undertak- 
ings. 

Akulina. 

Did you get a good price? 
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Ignat. 

Good or poor, we've spent it all on drink, drat your 
eyes, didn't we, Mikhaila? 

MiKHAILA. 

Of course, we did. What's the use of looldng at it? 
While we live, let's have a good time. 

Marfa. 

And you brag of it? It's no good news. There's not 
a bit to eat in the house. And look what you're doing. 

Mikhaila. 
{In a threatening tone,) Marfa I 

Makfa. 

Marfa, Marfa! I know I'm Marfa. Oh that I had 
never laid my eyes on you, you shameless man! 

Mikhaila. 
Marfa, look out! 

Marfa. 
There is nothing to look out for, don't tdl me to look 



out! 



Mikhaila. 
Pour out the liquor, treat the guests. 
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Marfa. 

Fie on you, you goggle-eyed dog ! I don't want to talk 
to you. 

MiKHAILA. 

You dont', hey? You skin of a dog! What are you 
saying? 

Marfa. 

{Rocking the cradle; the children have gathered about her 
%n affright.) What I am saying? I said that I didn't want 
to talk to you, that's all. 

MiKHAILA. 

Have you forgotten so soon? {Jumps from his seat, 
strikes her a blow over the head, knocking down her head- 
cloth.) Number one! 

Marfa. 
Oh ! {Runs to the door in tears.) 

MiKHAILA. 

No, you won't get away from me, you slattern. {Rushes 
after her.) 

Vagrant. 

{Leaps to his feet and seizes Mikhaila's hand.) You have 
no right whatever. 

MiKHAILA. 

(Stops and eyes the Vagrant in amazement,) Are you 
itching for a trouncing? 
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suit. 



fist.) 



Vagrant. 
You have no right to subject the feminine sex to in- 

MlKHAILA. 

You son of a dog, d'you see this? {Shows him his 
Vagrant. 



I shall not permit the feminine sex to be made the 
target for abuse. 

MiKHAILA. 

I'll make such a target of you that you won't forget 
in a hurry. 

Vagrant. 

Well, go ahead, and strike. Why don't you? Strike» 
I say. (Holds his face for the blow.) 

MiKHAILA. 

(Shrugs his shoulders in surprise.) Well, if I land on you 
once! 

Vagrant. 
I say, strike! 

MiKHAILA. 

Well, you're a queer duck to look at you. 
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Ignat. 

{To the Vagrant.) I can see rightaway that you're the 
boy after the wenches, drat your eyes! 

Vagrant. 
I stand up for the right. 

MiKHAILA. 

{Returning to the table and breathing heavily, to Marfa.) 
Well, Marfa, you can offer a great big candle to the sainti 
for this lad. If it had not been for him I should have 
smashed you into smithereens. 

Marfa. 

What else can I expect from you? Struggling all my 
life, cooking and baking, and you . . . 

MiKHAILA. 

That's enough from you. (Offers a cup to the 
Vagrant.) Drink! (To Marfa.) And you, quit bawling. 
Can't you stand a little joke? There's your money, put it 
away. A couple of three rouble notes and two twenty 
kopek pieces. 

Akulina. 
And tea and sugar that she ordered? 

MiKHAILA. 

(Draws a package from his pocket and offers it to Marfa.) 
Marfa without saying a word, takes the money and the 
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package and proceeds to the store room, but stops to ar- 
range her headcloth,) What a brainless lot these women 
are. (Offers another drink to the Vagrant.) There, drink. 

\4grant. 
(Declining.) Drink it yourself. 

MiKHAILA. 

No play-acting now. 

Vagrant. 
(Drinks,) To your well-being! 

Ignat. 

(To the Vagrant.) I bet you've seen some sights in your 
life. But what a stylish coat you're wearing. Latest reg- 
ulation cut, where did you get it? (Points to his ragged 
coat.) Don't think of mending it! It's fine the way it is. 
It's a sign that it is well on in years. Well, what can a 
fellow do? If I had a coat like that, the women would 
run after me too. (To Marfa.) Ain't I right? 

Akulina. 

That ain't nice, Ignat Ivanitch, seeing a man for the 
first time to turn the laugh on him. 

Vagrant., 
That's only ignorance. 
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Ignat. 

I'm saying it in good part. There drink! {Offers him 
a fresh cup or liquor,) 

Akulina. 

Didn't you awhile ago say yourself that it was the 
cause of all trouble? Didn't you sit in jail on accotmt of 
it? 

MiKHAILA. 

In jail? For what oflFence? 

Vagrant. 

(Now quite intoxicated.) I have suffered because of an 

act of expropriation. 

MiKHAILA. 

How was that? 

Vagrant. 

It was this way. We come to the fat-bellied son4>f- 
a-gun, and we say : Hand over the money, otherwise here's 
the gtm. He squirms a bit, then he hands over twenty 
three htmdred roubles. 

Akuuna. 
l-ord preserve us ! 

j Vagrant. 

We only wanted to dispose of the money in a proper 
way. Zembrikov was in charge . . . They swooped down 
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on us . . . The vultures ! They put us under guard, locked 
us up in jail. 

Ignat. 

And took the money away? 

Vagrant. 

Certainly. Only they could not prove the theft on me. 
The district attorney at the trial says to me: "You stole 
the money," he says. And I say in reply, thieves steal 
money, but we effected an act of expropriation in behalf 
of the party. And he could not find any answer to that. 
He hemmed and hawed and could not pin me down. So the 
judge says, "Take him back to jail," that is he deprived me 
of personal liberty. 

Ignat. 

{To MiKHAiLA.) Smart lad, the son-of -a-gun ! Good boy, 
I say. {Offers a fresh cup to the Vagrant.) Drink, drat 
your eyes. 

Akulina. 

Fie, what a nasty saying that is. 

Ignat. 

It's just a saying of mine, grandma, *drat your eyes/ 
there is no harm in that. Your health, grandma!) 

{Enter Marfa. She comes to the table 
and pours the tea.) 

MiKHAILA. 

That's fine. Why be sore? That's what I say. Thanks 
to him. Marfa, I respect you a whole lot, {To the Vag- 
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RANT.) What do you think? {Embraces Marfa.) I respect 
my old woman a heap, a terrible heap. My old woman, 
in one word, is first class. I would not change her for any 
other woman in the world. 

Ignat. 
Good so. Grandma Akulina, drink. It's my treat. 

Vagrant. 

What a great thing is this energizing potency. There 
you sit blue and worried, and now nothing but pleasantness 
and a friendly disposition. Grandma, I feel great affection 
for you, and for all people. Dear brothers ! {Sings a re- 
volutionary song.) 

MiKHAILA. 

That's on account of the empty stomach it's taken such 
hold on him. 

Curtain. 
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ACT П. 

The same peasant hut. Next morning. Marfa, axe in 
hand, and Akulina. .The husband still asleep. 

Marfa. 
I must go and chop some wood. 

Akulina. 

{Carrying a paU.) He would have beaten you up if it had 
not been for that fellow. Where is he? I don't see him» 
Has he gone off? He must have gone away. 



(Exeunt,) 



Mikhaila. 



{Climbing down from the fireplace bunk.) The sun is pretty 
high in the sky. (Rises, puts on his boots.) The old woman 
must be getting water. Oh my head, my head, such pains I 
Г11 leave it alone in the future. To hell with it. (Says his 
prayers, washes himself.) I'm off to harness the horses. 

(Enter Marfa with a bundle of 
wood.) 

Marfa. 
And the tramp of last night is gone, I swan? 
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MiKHAILA. 

He must have, I don't see him. 

Marfa. 
God be with him. A smart man he was, though. 

MiKHAILA. 

Because he took your part? 

Marfa. 

I didn't need him. (Mikhaila finishes dressing.) And 
the tea and sugar that you brought last night . . Did you 
put it away? 

Mikhaila. 

I thought you took it. 

(Enter Akulina zvith a pail of water,) 

Marfa. 

{To the old woman,) Ma, did you put away the package 
with tea? 

Akulina. 

Don't know the first thing about it. 

Mikhaila. 
I put it on the window sill last night. 

Akulina. 
I saw you do it. 
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Marfa. 
Where can it be? {Both looking for it,) 

Akulina. 
What a shame! 

{Enter a Neighbor.) 

Neighbor. 

Well, Mikhaila, shall we start out for that load of 
wood? 

Mikhaila. 

Of course. I'll harness in a minute. But we are look- 
ing for something. 

Neighbor. 

Is that so? What is it you've lost? 

Marfa. 

My goodman brought a package from town last night, 
tea and sugar, put it on the window sill, I forgot to put it 
away, come to look for it this morning, it's gone. 

Mikhaila. 
Kind' of suspect a tramp who stayed overnight. 

Neighbor. 
What sort of looking man was he? 

Marfa. 
A thin fellow, without beard. 
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MiKHAILA. 

Coat all in rags. 

Neighbor. 
Curly hair, a curved nose? 

MiKHAILA. 

Yes, yes. 

Neighbor. 

Just met him outside, I wondered a bit at him, he 
stepped out so briskly. 

MiKHAILA. 

Must be him all right. Did you meet him a long ways 
from here? 

Neighbor. 
He's still this side of the bridge, I thinki 

MiKHAILA. 

{Snatches fhis cap and quickly departs with the Neighbor.) 
I'll overtake him. Such a rogue! It's him all right. 

Marfa. 
Lordy, Lordy. It's him without doubt. 

Akulina. 

And what if it ain't? Twenty years ago they blamed 
a man for taking a horse. The people got together. One 
fellow said that he had seen him steal the horse, another 
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said that he had seen him leading the horse away. It was 
a grey horse, easy to tell from others. An uncle of mine 
owned it. So the village people got together and started 
to look for it. And they caught that same lad in the woods. 
"You stole the horse," they say. And he swears and calls 
on God as witness, says it wasn't him at all. "What's the 
use of arguing with him ?" they say. The women swear it 
was him. And he gives an impudent answer. Egor Lya- 
pushkin, he's dead now, he was a hotheaded mujik, was he. 
He hauls out and lands one blow on his jaw. "It was you," 
he says. He hit him again, then the rest fell on him, they 
struck him with hands and feet and beat him to death. 
And what do you think? The next day they find the real 
thief. And that poor lad wasn't a thief at all, he was out 
in the woods looking for a tree to cut. 

Marfa. 

Sure, it's possible to make a mistake and commit a sin. 
While he's low down, he is a good man, that's plain to be 
seen. 

Akulina. 

Yes, he's sunk pretty low, and it's hard to take it out 
an such a one. 

Marfa. 

Listen to that noise, I bet they're bringing him back. 
{Enter Mikhaila, the Neighbor, an- 
other old man and a lad; they are push- 
ing the Vagrant ahead of them into the 
room,) 
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MiKHAILA. 

{Holding in his hands the package with tea and sugar, to 
his wife, in great agitation.) We found it in his pants. The 
low down thief, the son-of-a-dog ! 



Akulina. 

{To Marfa.) So it was him, after all, the poor fellow! 
Look, he's hanging his head. 



Marfa. 

He must have meant himself last night about stealing 
anything he laid his hands on when he's had a drop too 
much. 



Vagrant. 

I'm no thief, I am an expropriator. I am a worker 
for people's rights and I must live. You cannot understand 
me. Do with me what you will. 

Neighbor. 

Shall we take him to the village elder or straight to 
the police? 

Vagrant. 

I say do with me what you will, I fear nothing, I am 
ready to suffer for my convictions. If you were educated 
people, you could understand. 
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Marfa. 

{To her husband,) Let him go. We've got the things back. 
Let him off without loading a sin on our souls. 

MiKHAILA. 

{Repeating after his wife.) "Without a sin on our souls!" 
A great idea. Dont' teach us, we know without you what 
to do. 

Marfa. 
I only mean that you might let him go . . . 

Neighbor. 

Let him go, indeed ! Don't we know without you what 
to do, you fool woman ? Let him go ! That's right enough, 
but we must talk to him first to make him understand. 
(Го the Vagrant.) You listen, munseer, to what I have 
to say to you. Though you are down and out, you did very 
wrong, very wrong. Another man in my place would have 
given you a good trouncing and taken you to the police. 
But this is what I have to say to you: You did a great 
wrong, you couldn't have done worse. Only you are pretty 
low down and I don't want to harm you any. {He pauses: I 
silence reigns in the room; he continues solemnly.) Go 
with God and don't do it again. {Looks back at his wife.) 
And you would teach me! 

Neighbor. 

It's wrong of you, Mikhaila, it's wrong to encourage 
them. 
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MiKHAILA. 

{Still holding the package in his hands.) If it's wrong, let 
it be wrong, it's my business. {To his wife.) And you 
would teach me ! {Pauses again, regards the package for a 
moment and resolutely offers it to the Vagrant, still turn- 
ing back to glance at his wife,) Take the package too, 
you'll have some tea to drink on the road. {To the wife.) 
And you would teach me! Go, I said, no use to argue 
about it. 



Vagrant. 

{Takes the package. A pause.) You think I don't under- 
stand? {With a trembling voice.) I am in my sotmd senses 
and I understand. If you'd beaten and kicked me like a 
dog, it would have been easier for me. Don't I understand 
what I am? I am a scoundrel, a degenerate, that is to say. 
Forgive me, for Christ's sake. {Sobs, throws the package 
en the table and walks away hurriedly.) 



Marfa. 
It's lucky he didn't take the tea with him, or we should 
It have any ourselves. 

MiKHAILA. 

(Го his wife.) And you would teach me! 

Neighbor. 
He wept, poor fellow. 
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Akulina. 
He was a man, for all that! 

Curtain^ 



March 29, 1910, Yasnaya Poliana. 
Middle of June 1910, Village Mcs^ 
tcherskoye, Moscow Province. 
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Evgeni*) Irtenev had a brilliant career before him. 
He had every prerequisite for it. He had received an 
excellent education at home, graduated brilliantly from 
the law school of the St. Petersburg University ; through 
his recently deceased father he enjoyed the closest con- 
nections with the highest circles of society, and even 
started his official career in a ministry as the protege of 
the cabinet minister. There had been a fortune, too; a 
large fortune at that, though of dubious security. The 
father had lived abroad and in St. Petersburg, allowing 
a stipend of six thousand roubles a year to his two sons 
— Evgeni and Andrey (who was the elder), both of them 
serving in the crack Chevalier Guards. And the father 
lived with his wife on a lavish scale. Only in the sum- 
mer time he was wont to come down to his estate for 
a stay of two months, but he paid no attention to the 
management, leaving it in the hands of the superinten- 
dent, who had grown lazy and was taking little interest, 
but enjoyed his master's entire confidence. 

After the death of the father the brothers under- 
took to divide the estate, but discovered so heavy a load 
of liabilities that their legal adviser counselled them to 
decline the inheritance and to retain only the estate of 
their grandmother which was valued at a hundred thou- 
sand. But a neighboring landowner who had had busi- 
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'«less dealings with old Irtenev, in other words was a 
holder of a promissory note by the deceased, took a trip 
to St. Petersburg in connection with it and told the heirs 
that in spite of the liabilities the affairs could be put in 
shape and the large fortune might be saved. They had 
only to sell the timber tract, a few disconnected parcels 
of waste land and to retain the Semenovskoye. village, 
which was. a veritable Eldorado containing four thou- 
sand dessyatin of rich black soil, a beet sugar factory and 
a couple of hundred acres of glorious pasture land; but 
they would have to devote themselves to this task, set- 
tling in the country and managing shrewdly and skill- 
fully. 

And thus it came that Evgeni appeared in the family 
estate in the spring (the father had died during Lent) 
and having looked into the proposition decided to resign 
from government service, settling with his mother in 
the country, in order to devote himself to the manage- 
ment of the holdings, principally intent on saving the 
large family estate. He had not been particularly chum- 
my with his brother and made the following proposition 
to him: either to pay him an annuity of four thousand 
roubles or a lump sum of eighty thousand in lieu of his 
rights to the estate. 

This accomplished, he moved into the family man- 
sion with his mother, and went to work zealously, but 
cautiously. 

It is ordinarily believed that the old are the most con- 
servative and the young the most radical in business. 
This is not strictly correct. iThe most confirmed con- 
servatives are the young. Young people desire to live 
but will not think, or have no time to think how they 
should live, and so they take the past for their pattern. 

And so it was in Evgeni's case. Having settled in 
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the village, his dream and ideal was to resurrect that 
mode of life which had prevailed in his grandfather's 
time — the father had been too poor a manager to take 
him as a pattern. And so he strove to resurrect the gen- 
eral spirit of his grandfather's mode of life — with a few 
alterations, of course, as a concession to changed con- 
ditions, — putting everything on a large scale, creating 
an atmosphere of plenty for all, of order and abundance, 
and in order to achieve all this, he found a great deal 
to do. For he was also compelled to satisfy the demands 
of creditors and of banks, and with that end in view to 
sell occasionally plots of land or to secure extensions 
of notes. He had also to provide funds for the carry- 
ing on of the immense Semenovskoye farm (either with 
hired labor or on lease) with its foar hundred dessyatin 
under grain and with its sugar factory ; and he had also 
to keep up the mansion and the park and to avoid all 
appearance of neglect or decay. 

There was much work to be done, but Evgeni had 
sufficient vigor for the task, both physically and moral. 
He was 26 years old, of medium height, powerfully built, 
with the muscle of a trained athlete, a full blooded man, 
with ruddy cheeks, flashing teeth, blood-red lips, and 
soft, wavy though somewhat thin locks of hair. His 
only physical defect was near-sightedness, which he had 
brought on himself through the improper use of glasses, 
and now he was unable to do without eye-glasses which 
had cut a furrow just above the bridge of his nose. 

Thus he looked in his outward appearance, but his 
spiritual make-up was such that to know him was to 
love him. His mother had, indeed, always loved him 
above all others ; and after her husband's death she con- 
centrated upon him not only all of her affection, but her 
very life. But it was not his mother alone who loved him. 
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His high-school and college mates had not only loved 
him, but accorded him a peculiar respect. And such 
was the impression which he produced on all strangers. 
It was impossible to disbelieve when he spoke, or to 
fancy deceit and equivocation when looking into his 
frank and honest ^countenance and above all into his 
eyes. 

On the whole his personality was a g^eat help to 
him. A creditor who might refuse another was glad to 
trust him. Estate clerks, starostas*), mujiks**) who 
would have readily defrauded or played a mean trick on 
another, refrained from cheating him under the influence 
of communing with the gentle, agreeable and above all 
so patently honest a man. 

It was the end of May. Evgeni had managed some- 
how to free his waste land from the payment of taxes, 
then sold it to a merchant, and even borrowed a sum 
of money from the same merchant in order to replenish 
his stock and fixtures — horses and cattle, and a few 
♦wagons, as well as to start erecting some necessary 
structures. The work was progressing famously. Lum- 
ber was being delivered, carpenters were at work, man- 
ure was being carted on eighty carts. But so far the 
whole enterprise had been hanging on a thread. 



II. 

In the midst of these cares a circumstance had oc- 
curred, which worried Evgeni at the time though it was 
not of grave importance. He had lived his youth like 
all young healthy unmarried men — that is he maintained 
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relations with all sorts of women. He had not been 
vicious, but neither — as he said himself — had he been a 
Д10пк. And he had indulged in it only to the extent 
necessary for his physical health and his mental freedom, 
as he said. This had commenced with the age of sixteen 
and so far had been going on fortunately. Fortunately, 
in the sense that he had not fallen into vices, had never 
lost his head, had never been diseased. He had had a 
little seamstress in St. Petersburg, but when she went 
to the bad, he made other arrangements, and these were 
so adequate as to save him further embarrassments. 

But now he had lived two months in the village and 
really did not know what to do. The involuntary con- 
tinence began to react on him unfavorably. Should he 
really go to town merely on account of that? And 
where? How? This was Evgeni's sole source of worry, 
but being convinced that it was a necessity, that he 
needed it, that he actually was in urgent need of it, he 
felt no longer free and discovered that his glance in- 
voluntarily followed every female form in the village. 

He considered it improper to have any liaison with 
a Г7отап or girl in his own village. He knew from re- 
ports that his own father and grandfather, in marked 
contrast to the landowners of their time, had never en- 
tertained any affairs with their serfs, and he resolved 
that he would not act differently. But later he felt more 
and more fettered, and picturing to himself with horror 
•what might happen to him in the neighboring little town, 
he argued with himself that the peasants were no longer 
serfs and that he might as well do it right at home. 
Only it had to be managed so that nobody should know 
of it, without any thought of vice, but merely for the 
sake of health. At least so he said to himself. And when 
he had arrived at this new resolve his worries increased. 
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When he spoke to the starosta, to the mujiks, to the 
cabinet maker, he involuntarily turned the conversation 
to the subject of women, or when women were spoken 
of, he lingered on that topic. And his gaze dwelt more 
and more on the figures of the peasant women. 



III. 

It was one thing to reach a conclusion in his own 
mind, but quite a different matter to carry it into effect. 
To approach a peasant woman of his own accord? That 
was impossible. Which one? Where? He had to do it 
through someone else, but whom could he consult? 

And it happened once that he stepped into a forest- 
er's cabin for a drink. The watchman was an old fellow 
who had used to hunt with his father. Evgeni Ivanovitch 
entered into a conversation with him and the old fellow 
related a number of old stories of the high doings dur- 
ing the meets in the bygone days. And it occurred to 
Evgeni Ivanovitch that he might arrange it right here 
in the cabin or somewhere nearby in the forest. And 
he only wondered whether old Danila would undertake 
to help him. "He might be horrified by the proposal, 
which would terribly embarrass me, or again he 'might 
consent without any ado." Thus he mused while listen- 
ing to Danila's reminiscences. Danila was now telling 
him how the whole company on one occasion had camped 
overnight in the deaconess's field and how he took a 
woman to Prianitchnikov. 

"He'll do it," flashed through Evgeni's brain. 

"But your daddy, eternal life to him! He did not 
stoop to such nonsense." 

"No, he won't," thought Evgeni, and in order to as- 
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sure himself, he continued: "But how did you busy 
yourself with such evil deeds?" 

"Nothing evil in that, sir. The wench was pleased, 
and Fedor Zakharitch was more than satisfied. And I 
had a rouble tip. You can't blame him either. He was 
flesh and bone, drank tea and wine like anybody else." 

"Yes, I can tell him about it," thought Evgeni and 
immediately proceeded to unburden himself. 

"Do you know, Danila" — he was aware of blushing 
furiously — "you know, Danila, I am all on edge myself." 

Danila smiled. 

"I am no monk, you know — I am accustomed to 
It." 

He felt that he was putting it very stupidly, but 
nevertheless he was glad to find Danila's attitude one 
of approval. 

"Why didn't you tell me long ago, sir? It can be 
done", he said. "Only let me know the kind you like." 

"It makes no difference. Of course, she must not 
be homely, or unhealthy." 

"I understand," replied Danila. He mused for a 
moment. "I have a good one," he began. Again Evgeni 
blushed. "A very good one. Don't you see, they mar- 
ried her off last fall." Danila*s voice died down to a 
whisper. "And he can't do a thing . . . Why that's 
something to be appreciated." 

Evgeni's face wrinkled with shame. 

"No, no," he said. "That is not at all the thing I 
want. On the contrary" ("Why, on the contrary?" he 
said to himself), "on the contrary I want a buxom woman 
— and without any chance of trouble — a soldier's wife or 
something like that." 

"I understand, sir. I must then introduce Stepanida 
to you. Husband away in town, just the same as a sol- 
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dier*s wife. She's a pretty wench, and a clean one, too. 
You'll be content. And I did say to her only the other 
night, 'why don't you go up to him?'" 

''Well then, how about it?" 

"To-morrow, sir. I'll go for tobacco and I'll drop 
in to see her on the way. And you come here about 
dinner time, back of the orchard or into the steambath. 
Not a soul will be about. In the dinner hour every soul 
takes a nap." 

"All right then." 

A terrible excitement seized Evgeni when he started 
for home. "What will come of it? What kind of a 
creature is a peasant wench anyway? Something hide- 
ous, terrible. No, some of them are not at all bad look- 
ing," he was saying to himself, remembering those whom 
he had ogled lately. "But what will I say to her, what 
will I do?" 

The whole day he was on pins and needles. The 
next day at noon he made his way to the forester's 
cabin. Danila stood in the doorway, and without ut- 
tering a word significantly pointed to the forest. Blood 
rushed to Evgeni's heart, he heard it beating wildly and 
started for the orchard. Not a soul was in sight. He 
walked over to the steambath, not a soul there either. 
He looked inside, came out again and suddenly heard 
the noise of a breaking twig. He looked around and 
saw her in a grove on the other side of a ravine. He 
rushed towards her across a ditch. пгЬа ci4a r^f fVi^ A\^r\\ 
wag Ijp^H with nettles which he had failed to, n otire 
, !^nd he was stung . He dropped his eye-glasses in climb- 
^ ing to the other side of the ravine. Clad in a white 
blouse and a blood-red skirt, a crimson kerchief on her 
head, barefoot, fresh, firm, beautiful, she stood there 
facing him with a timid smile. 
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"There's a path around the ditch, sir, you should 
have taken the path," she said. "And I've been waiting 
here for the longest time." 

He came closer, looked around and touched her. 

A quarter of an hour later they parted. He recovered 
his eye-glasses, stopped at Danila's box, and in reply to 
his query "Satisfied, sir?" he gave him a rouble and 
went home. 

He was satisfied. The shame which he had felt in 
the beginning was gone. Everything was well. He was 
most of all pleased with the fact that he felt relieved, 
calmed and energetic. He had hardly taken a good look 
at her. But he recalled that she wes clean, fresh, at- 
tractive, frank and unafi?ected. "Who is she," he won- 
dered. "Petchnikova — there are two Petchnikov home- 
steads. Doubtless old Mikhaila Petchnikov's daughter- 
in-law. That's it. He has a son living in Moscow. I'll 
ask Danila if I am right." 

Thus was eliminated the one inconvenience of the 
life in the village which had formerly appeared so seri- 
ous — namely involuntary continence. Nothing now in- 
terfered with Evgeni's freedom of thought and he could 
freely devote himself to his task. 

And the task which Evgeni had assumed was no 
easy one. Always he feared that he might not be able 
to accomplish it and that in the end he might be forced 
to sell the estate, that his labors would be lost, and 
worst of all that he might exhibit his inability to hold 
out, to finish that which he had undertaken to do. He 
hardly had time to stop one hole, when a new one ap- 
peared unexpectedly. 

And all the time he kept discovering ever new and 
formerly unknown debts of his father. Apparently to- 
wards the end his father had been taking money wher- 
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ever he could get it. When they divided the estate 
in May Evgeni thought that he knew every bit of in- 
debtedness, but in the middle of the summer he received 
a letter from which it appeared that there was an ad- 
ditional debt of twelve thousand roubles to a widow 
named Esipova. There was no promissory note, but a 
mere memorandum which, as his attorney informed him, 
might be disputed. But Evgeni would not think of re- 
jecting a claim against his father merely because the in- 
strument could be disputed. All he required was to be 
assured that the claim was valid. 

"Who is this Kaleria Vladimirovna Esipova, mama?" 
he asked his mother when they met at the dinner table. 

"Esipova? A ward of your grandpa's. Why?" 

Evgeni told her about the letter. 

"I am surprised. She ought to be ashamed of her- 
self. Your papa spent a fortune on her." 

"But do we owe her the money?" 

"How should I put it? There is no actual debt, but 
your papa, in his infinite generosity . . ." 

"Very well, but did papa consider this an indebted- 
ness?" 

"I cannot say. I don't know. I only know that you 
are overburdened even without this additional claim." 

Evgeni saw that Maria Pavlovna did not know what 
to say and was really trying to find out how much he 
knew. 

"I see from this* that I shall have to pay," said the 
son. "I shall look her up to-morrow and have a talk 
with her, she might give me a little time." 

"I am so sorry for you, but it is better so, you know. 
You tell her that she must simply wait," said Maria Pav- 
lovna, relieved and proud of her son's decision. 

Evgeni's position was particularly aggravated by the 
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fact that his mother, though living with him, utterly 
refused to realize its precariousness. She had been ac- 
customed to live on a lavish scale and could not realize 
her son's condition, could not realize that any day things 
might reach such a pass that they would be left penni- 
less, that her son would be forced to sell everything, 
compelled to live and to keep his mother on the yield 
of a government job, with an income of perhaps not 
more than two thousand roubles. She did not under- 
stand that the only means of escaping this lay in the 
cutting down of expenses in every direction, and could 
not grasp why Evgeni was so close in trifling matters, 
such as salaries of gardeners, coachmen, servants and 
even table expenses. Besides, as widows are apt to do, 
she entertained a feeling of reverence for the memory of 
her deceased husband, very materially differing from her 
sentiments towards him while he was alive, and she 
could not tolerate any imputation that whatever the de- 
ceased had introduced or maintained could be evil or 
subject to change. 

Evgeni kept up with much effort the park and the 
greenhouses, with two nurseries, and a stable with two 
coachmen. And the mother was naive enough to think 
that when she refrained from complaining about the 
table which represented the efforts of an old chef, or 
about the unswept park paths, or about having one lad 
take the place of several butlers, she really did all that 
could be expected of a woman who sacrificed herself for 
her son. 

And even so it was with the newly discovered in- 
debtedness. To Evgeni it meant a mortal blow in all 
his enterprises, but to the mother a new chance to 
demonstrate her son's nobility of mind. Maria Pavlovna 
did not worry about Evgeni's material position, because 
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she felt convinced that he would contract a brilliant 
marriage and thus remedy all things. And, indeed, he 
was in a position to make a most brilliant match. She 
knew of a dozen families which would be only too happy 
to have him marry one of their daughters. And she 
was anxious to see him settled as quickly as possible. 

IV. 

Evgeni himself had been thinking of matrimony, 
but not from the same point of view as his mother. The 
thought of using matrimony as a means of improving 
his material condition was repulsive to him. He meant 
to marry honestly, for love. He scrutinized the girls 
whom he met or was acquainted with, but his fate re- 
mained undecided. Meanwhile, quite against his expecta- 
tation, his relations with Stepanida continued and even 
assumed a character of permanency. Evgeni was far 
from being dissolute, he hated to do it clandestinely, he 
felt strongly that it was not the right thing to do, but 
he simply failed to get settled; after that first meeting 
with Stepanida he had even hoped he would never see 
her again, but he found that in a little while the old rest- 
lessness overtook him once more, and he ascribed that 
restlessness to the need of that very thing. And the 
restlessness was no longer impersonal: now he was 
thinking of those black flashing eyes, that chesty voice, 
that peasant brogue, that odor of something fresh and 
sturdy, that heaving bosom swelling beneath her blouse, 
and with it all the grove of nut trees and maples bathed 
in brilliant sunshine. 

Though he was much ashamed he again resorted to 
Danila. And again he appointed a meeting at noon, in 
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the forest. This time Evgeni looked her over more 
closely, and everything about her seemed to him very 
attractive. He tried to make her talk, inquiring about 
her husband. The latter proved, indeed, to be Mikhaila's 
son, and he lived in Moscow working as a private coach- 
man. 

*'And what makes you . . ." Evgeni meant to ask 
her how she could be unfaithful to her husband. 

"What makes me what? . ." she inquired in turn. 
She was evidently quickwitted and shrewd. 

"Well, what makes you come to me?" 

"What of it?" she retorted merrily. "He's having 
a good time in town. Why shouldn't I here?" 

This free and easy manner was evidently put on in 
an attempt to appear devilish. And it charmed Evgeni. 
Yet he did not there and then arrange for their next 
meeting. Even though she suggested that they might 
meet without Danila's intervention (she did not seem 
to be well disposed towards Danila) Evgeni did not con- 
sent. He had hoped that this meeting would be their 
last. He liked her. He thought he needed such com- 
panionship and failed to see anything wrong in it, but 
in the innermost recesses of his soul sat a stricter judge 
who did not approve of it and inspired the hope that 
that meeting would be their last, and if he did not ac- 
tually hope so, he at least did not wish to participate in 
it by taking the initiative and by preparing for the next 
tryst. 

Thus he passed the entire summer, seeing her about 
a dozen times in all, and on every occasion through the 
meditation of Danila. Once it happened that she was un- 
able to keep the appointment, because her husband had 
come from town on a visit, and Danila offered him an- 
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other woman. Evgeni declined with loathing. Then 
the husband departed again, the meetings were resumed, 
continuing as before, at first through Danila's interven- 
vention, and finally he began to make the appointments 
himself. And she used to come with Prokhorova, an 
elderly widow, because it was not proper for a peasant 
woman to go about unaccompanied. 

On one occasion, during the very hour he was to 
keep his tryst with her, there arrived at the house, on a 
visit to his mother, a neighboring family, iijcluding a 
girl whom she had picked out as a match for Evgeni, 
and Evgeni could not get away in spite of frantic en- 
deavors. As soon as he was able he made his excuses, 
ostensibly to go to the threshing floor, but instead he 
took the path to the woods where he was to meet her. 
She was not there. And on the familiar spot wherever 
a hand could reach every twig was broken in two — ^low 
hanging branches of cherry trees and nut trees, even a 
young maple that was fairly stout. She had been evi- 
dently waiting, lost her temper, and playfully left him ;i 
reminder of her presence. He waited for a little while 
in vain, then sought out Danila and asked him to arrange 
for another meeting the next day. She was there on 
time and acted as though nothing had happened. 

Thus the summer passed. Their trysting place was 
always in the woods, and only once towards autumn, in 
a threshing barn in the outskirts of the village. 

It never entered Evgeni's head that these meetings 
could attain any significance to him. He never gave her 
a thought as a person. He gave her money and that 
was all. He Ji£CirexiSi5]??_PX g^^ssed that everybody in 
the village was aware of the ir rel ations and envied her, 
that her family took money from her, and that her own 
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loughts of the sinfulness of it w ere disj iBatfi^ under, 
'ТпНиепсЕ:з£31Шп55;:^^ of her rela- 

tvesTTShe fancied that if people envted her/tf^as the 
"[right thing to do. , 

'Merely for the sake of my health; I simply have 
jneed of that" thought Evgeni. "Granting that it is wrong, 
but although no one is saying a word, , still many 
must know about it. The woman who comes with her 
knows about it. Surely she has spoken to others. But 
what am I to do? I am doing wrong," thought Evgeni, 
"but what else can I do? It won't last long now, any- 
way." 

The thing that embarrassed Evgeni most of all was 
the thought of her husband. At first he had imagined 
that her husband was not the right sort, and he felt al- 
most justified in his actions. But when he saw her hus- 
band he was thunderstruck: he found him a dashing 
fellow, surely not a whit his inferior physically, if any- 
thing his superior. The very next time that he saw 
her he told her that he had seen her husband and ad- 
mired him as a strapping fellow. 

"There is not his equal in the village," she replied 
proudly. 

This surprised Evgeni. The thought of her husband 
pursued him after this more and more. One fine day he 
called on Danila, and Danila bluntly said: 

*'And Mikhaila asks me the other day: 'Is it true 
that the Barin*) lives with my wife?' I said that I did 
not know a thing about that. But if so, it's better to 
have her live with the Barin than with a mujik." 

"Well and what did he say to that?" 



*) Master. 
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"Nothing much. 'Wait/ he says, 'till I find out for 
sure, Г11 show her a thing or two'." 

"Well, should the husband return, I'll break up the 
affair," thought Evgeni. 

But the husband lived in the city and their relations 
continued. 

"Some day I'll break it off, and blot it out without 
a trace," he thought. 

And he felt sure of that, for during the summer 
many different things occupied his mind: the establish- 
ment of a new set of farm buildings, the harvest, the 
building, and principally the repayment of his indebted- 
ness and the sale of waste lands. These were matters 
that engaged his attention and reigned in his thoughts 
on going to bed at night and on rising in the morning. 
That was the true life. His relations with Stepanida — 
he did not deign them with the word liaison — were some- 
thing imperceptible. True, when the desire to see her 
came upon him, it proved so potent that he could think 
of nothing else. But it lasted only for a short time, a 
meeting was arranged, and then he would forget her for 
weeks, sometimes for a month at a stretch. 

In the autumn Evgeni frequently journeyed to the 
city and there he chanced to become intimate with the 
Annenski family. The Annenski's had a daughter who 
had just graduated from a finishing school. And here oc- 
curred an event which greatly grieved Maria Pavlovna. 
Evgeni, as she put it, cheapened himself by falling in 
love with Lisa Annenskaya and proposed to her. 

From that time on his relations with Stepanida 
ceased. 
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V. 



Why Evgeni selected Lisa Annenskaya it was impos- 
sible to explain, even as it is always impossible to ex- 
plain why a man chooses one woman instead of another. 
There were many causes, positive and negative. One 
of the causes was that she was not a very wealthy eli- 
gible such as his mother meant to pick out for him, then 
she was very ingenuous and sympathetic in her attitude 
towards her mother, finally she was neither a great 
beauty claiming general attention nor at all homely. 
The principal cause, however, was that Evgeni met her 
when he was ripe for matrimony. And he fell in love 
with her because he knew that he would marry her. 

At first Evgeni had merely liked Lisa Annenskaya, 
but when he had resolved to marry her he realized that 
his feelings for her were much deeper than mere liking. 
He felt that he was in love. 

Lisa was tall, slim and stately. All about her was 
long and slender — ^her face, her nose — not long and pro- 
truding, but long and lying close to her face ; her fingers, 
her instep. She had a very fine complexion, white, 
creamy, with a gentle blush; long, fair hair — soft and 
wavy, and beautiful, bright, gentle, trustful eyes. These 
eyes had particularly impressed Evgeni. And whenever 
he thought of Lisa he saw in his mind her bright, gentle 
trustful eyes. 

Such was she physically; spiritually he knew noth- 
ing of her, he merely saw her eyes ; and her eyes seemed 
to tell him all he needed to know. And this was the 
secret of her eyes: 

Since she had entered the finishing school at the age 
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of fifteen Lisa had been in the habit ot falling in love 
with all attractive men, and she was happy and animated 
эп1у when thus enamored. After graduating from the 
finishing school, she continued to fall in love with all 
younfy men whom she met, and naturally fell in love also 
with Evgeni^ the moment she became acquainted with 
him. This enamored condition lent to her eyes that 
peculiar expression which so captivated Evgeni. 

That very winter she had been in love at one and 
the same time with two young men, and was in the habit 
of blushing and palpitating not only when they entered 
the room, but if their name was merely mentioned in 
her presence. And later when her mother hinted to her 
that Irtenev had serious intentions, her love for Irtenev 
received an added stimulus. She became almost indiffer- 
ent to the two former objects of her devotion, and when 
Irtenev began to call, attending the same dances and 
gatherings, dancing with her more frequently than with 
others, and manifestly endeavoring to learn whether she 
loved him, her infatuation with Irtenev assumed morbid 
proportions. He dominated her dreams at night and her 
thoughts in her waking hours. Everybody else seemed 
to have vanished from her ken. When he proposed and 
obtained her parents' blessing, when they exchanged their 
engagement kiss, and she became his fiancee; she had 
nothing else left in her thoughts but him, no other de- 
sires but to be with'him, to love him and to be loved by 
him. She was proud of him and she worshipped him, 
and felt happy in her love — she pine3 arid melted for 
love of him. 

And the better he came to knew her, the more he 
loved her. He had never hoped to meet such love, and 
her love strenghtened his own affection. 
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VI. 

Before spring he returned to Semenovskoye in order 
to look over the estate and to^make the necessary house- 
hold arrangements, particularly relating to the mansion 
where preparations for the wedding were going on 
busily. 

Maria Pavlovna was dissatisfied with her son's 
choice, not only because the match was far less brilliant 
than it might have been, but also because the. prospective 
mother-in-law of her son, Varvara Alexeyevna, did not 
suit her. Whether she was good or mean she did not 
know, but she had made up her mind that she was not 
the right sort, not comme il fault, no "lady" in short, 
Maria Pavlovna said to herself, and this grieved her;. it 
grieved her because she highly valued "correctness" as 
a matter of habit. and realized that Evgeni was keenly 
sensitive to it himself, and she foresaw much unpleasant- 
ness for him from that source. But she liked the g^rl. 
She liked her principally because she pleased Evgeni. It 
was necessary to love her. And Maria Pavlovna was 
ready to love her and with all sincerity at that. 

Evgeni found his mother radiant and content. She 
was arranging everything in the household and was 
preparing to depart the moment he came home with 
his bride. Evgeni coaxed her to stay, and the question 
of her departure was still unsettled. 

In the evening, after tea, Maria Pavlovna played 
her customary game of solitaire. Evgeni sat at the table 
assisting her. It was the time for their most intimate 
heart-to-heart talks. Having finished one game, Maria 
Pavlovna paused before commencing another, glanced 



Digitized by 



Google 



262 THE DEVIL 

at Evgeni, and after a little hesitation commenced as 
follows : 

"What I mean to say to you, Genya . . .*) of course, 
I don't know about such things . . . But I meant to 
advise you to be sure to wind up all your bachelor af- 
fairs before marriage, so that there should be nothing 
left that might worry you, or — God forbid — your wife. 
You understand me?" 

And, indeed, Evgeni immediately understood that 
Maria Pavlovna was hinting at his relations with Step- 
anida, which had ceased the preceding autumn, and as 
lonely women will always do, she evidently ascribed a 
far grater significance to these relations than they 
really possessed. Evgeni flushed not so much with shame 
as with annoyance that his kindly mother, lovingly, to 
be sure, but none the less unnecessarily intruded into 
things which did not concern her and which she did 
not understand nor, indeed, could understand. He said 
that he had nothing that ought to be covered up, and 
that he, indeed, conducted himself just in such a manner 
that nothing should interfere with his marriage. 

"So much the better, dear. Do not be angry with 
me, Genya," said Maria Pavlovna in embarrassment. 

But Evgeni saw that she had finished and had failed 
to say all that was on her mind. And it turned out 
that he was right. After a little pause she began to tell 
him that while he was away she had been asked to be 
godmother to an infant at the Petchnikov homestead. 

And now Evgeni flushed no longer with annoyance 
or with shame even, but because of an odd presentiment 
of the significance of what was to come now, an in- 



*) Pet name for Evgeni. 
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voluntary prescience entirely at variance with his own 
ideas. And, again it turned out as he expected. Maria 
Pavlovna, apparently with no other purpose in mind but 
to keep up conversation, went on to say that this was 
a great year for baby boys — evidently an omen of war. 
There were the Vassins, the Ptchelnikovs — a young 
mother in the latter home — the first-born also a boy. 
Maria Pavlovna meant to lead to it imperceptibly, but 
she was overcome with shame herself when she noticed 
that her son was blushing and nervously toying with 
his eye glasses, now taking them off, now putting them 
on again, and hurriedly puffing at his cigarette. She 
stopped. He, too, kept silent and was at a loss to dis- 
cover something to say in order to break this silence. 
And thus both understood that they had understood one 
another. 

"The principal thing in the country is justice. There 
must be no favorites like your uncle had." 

"Mama," suddenly retorted Evgeni. "I know what 
you have in mind. You are worrying without cause. 
My future family life is so sacred to me that I shall not 
violate it under any circumstances. And what had been 
in my bachelor days that is forever done with. And I 
have never entered into any binding relations, nor has 
anyone any claim upon me whatsoever." 

"I am glad to hear it," said the mother, "I know 
your lofty sentiments." 

Evgeni accepted these words of his mother as his 
just due and maintained silence. 

The next morning he started out for the city, his 
tEoughts full of his fiancee, of everything else in the 
world — ^but not a thought of Stepanida. But as his car- 
riage approached the village church, as though on pur- 
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pose to remind him he began to meet the worshippers 
who were either walking or driving home. He passed 
old Matvey and Simeon, then some youngsters, several 
girls, and back of them he spied two women, one a little 
older than the other, the latter prettily dressed, with a 
fiaming headkerchief ; there was something familiar 
pbout her. . . She walked briskly, gracefully, and car- 
ried a baby in her arms . . . Now he came abreast 
of them. The older woman bowed, stopping, as she 
did so, in the manner of old peasant women, but the 
younger woman, with the baby, merely nodded, and from 
beneath the headkerchief he caught the familiar flash of 
iTifTrily smiling eyes. 

Yes, it was she, but it was all done with, there was 
no sense in looking at her; "but the youngster might be 
.mine," flashed through his head. No, what nonsense. 
'She had a husband, she used to meet him. He did not 
even stop to figure further. He had decided that he had 
merely needed it for his health, he had paid money, 
there was nothing else; there were no ties between him 
and her, there had never been, there could not be, there 
must not be. He did not suppress the voice of his con- 
^science — his conscience merely did not speak to him. 
He had given her no thought since his talk with his 
mother. And thereafter he did not meet her again. 

Evgeni married in the city and immediately returned 
to the village with his bride. The mansion was arranged 
as is customary for the reception of the newly married. 
Maria Pavlovna desired to leave the house, but Evgeni, 
strongly supported by Lisa, induced her to stay. But 
she moved to a separate wing of the house. 

And thus a new life commenced for Evgeni. 
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VII. 



The first year of married life was a difficult one for 
Evgeni. It was difficult because many business matters 
which he had put off during his courting days came 
upon him all at once right after his marriage. 

To get out of indebtedness proved impossible. The 
summer cottage was sold, the most insistent debts were 
met, but other debts remained, and he was short of 
cash. The estate brought a good revenue, but he had 
to send a remittance to his brother, and to meet the ex- 
penses of the wedding, so that he was hard pressed lor 
money and was unable to operate the factory and 
tho*ight of shutting it down. The only way out of the 
difficulty was to use his wife's money. Lisa realizing 
her husband's position insisted on this herself. Evgeni 
agreed, but only on the condition of making out a bill 
of sale for half of the estate in favor of his wife; this 
he finally did. Of course, it was not for his wife's sake, 
who felt hurt by such an agreement, but for the sake 
of his mother-in-law. 

These affairs with their vicissitudes — now success, 
now failure — ^were only one source of bitterness in 
Evgeni's life during the first year of his marriage. The 
other was his wife's poor health. In the first year of 
their married life, seven months after the wedding, dur- 
ing the autumn, a misfortune befell Lisa. She had driven 
out in a char-a-banc to meet her husband who was ex- 
pected back from the city. The horse, usually a very 
steady otie, proved unruly, she became frightened, and 
jumped out of the carriage. She had taken a fairly 
lucky leap, for she might have been caught in the wheel. 
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But she was looking forward to childbirth; that very 
night she was taken with pains, bore prematurely and 
for a long time was unable to regain her health. The 
loss of the child to whose coming he had been looking 
forward, the illness of his wife, the disarrangement of 
his life that followed, and principally the presence of his 
mother-in-law who came over immediately on hearing 
of Lisa's illness — ^all this added to make the first year 
я very painful one. I 

But in spite of all these incidents, towards the end 
of the first year Evgeni was in very good spirits. First 
and foremost his cherished idea of restoring his fallen 
fortunes, of reviving the ancestral mode of life in new 
forms, seemed to be drawing nearer to realization, 
though slowly and laboriously. There was no longer 
any talk of selling the whole estate to meet debts. Best 
of all the estate was saved, though it had been partly 
assigned to his wife, and if only the beets came up right 
and the prices proved profitable, towards next year the 
state of penury and strain promised to give way to one 
of perfect affluence. That was one thing. 

Another thing was the fact that he had never ex- 
pected to find in his wife all that he actually found in 
her, great though his expectations had been. It was not 
just what he had expected, but something infinitely bet- 
ter. Transports of emotion, amatory raptures — though 
he had tried to bring them about — were either lacking 
or very tame; but something else was there — life had 
grown not only more cheerful and agreeable, but a great 
deal easier. He knew not to what to ascribe it, but it 
was a fact. 

And this was the cause of it: she had determined 
the moment they were engaged that in all the world 
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there was only one Evgeni Irtenev, and he was 
higher, cleverer, purer and nobler than anybody else, so 
that it was the bounden duty of all people to serve and 
' to please Irtenev ; but since it was impossible to compel 
* everybody to do this, she had to do it herself to the ex- 
tent of her ability. And this was exactly what she did. 
And for this reason all her inner forces were directed 
to the task of learning, divining the things which he 
liked, in order to do them, no matter what they were, 
no matter how difficult it was to accomplish them. 

She possessed that which constitutes the chief charm 
of communion with a beloved woman, she possessed, 
thanks to her love for her husband, a clairvoyant insight 
into his soul. She sensed — he fancied that she frequent- 
ly did it more clearly than he — the state of his soul at 
all times, every shade of his moods, and she acted ac- 
cordingly, and therefore she never offended his feelings, 
but always soothed his pains and intensified his joys. 
But she did not only comprehend his moods, she under- 
stood his thoughts. Subjects that had been most alien 
to her, things connected with farming, with factory man- 
agement, with the sizing up of men's characters — she 
grasped these most quickly, and not only was she good 
company, but frequently, as he told her himself, a valu- 
able and irreplaceable counsellor. She looked upon 
things, upon people, upon everything in the world with 
his eyes. She loved her mother, but seeing that Evgeni 
resented the interference of the mother-in-law in their 
life, she immediately took her husband's part, and that 
so determinedly that he was called upon to pacify her. 

Above all she possessed a wealth of good taste and 
of tact and — ^what he highly valued — quietude. What- 
ever she did, she accomplished inobtrusively ; one could 
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only see the results of her doing, in other words every- 
where and at all times cleanliness, decorum, exquisite 
taste. Lisa immediately realized wherein consisted the 
ideal of her husband's life, and strove to attain in the 
management and the routine of the household that very 
thing \Hhich he so desired. They lacked children, but 
there was hope even in this respect. Towards the winter 
they journeyed to Petrograd, consulted a specialist, and 
he assured them that she was perfectly well and could 
have children. 

And this desire was about to be realized. Towards 
the end of the year she was again facing childbirth. 

Only one thing threatened, rather than embittered 
their happiness. It was her jealousy. It was a jealousy 
which she suppressed and failed to exhibit, but she suf- 
fered a great deal from it nevertheless. Not only could 
Evgeni love no other, for there were no women in the 
world worthy of him (whether she herself was worthy 
of him or not, she never asked herself), for which rea- 
son no woman should be brazen enough to love him. 



VIII. 

And this is how they lived : he always arose early 
and went about the household, to the factory which was 
now in operation, to the fields. Towards ten o'clock he 
was wont to return for a cup of coffee. Coffee was served 
on the porch, and at the table sat Maria Pavlovna, an 
uncle who lived with them, and Lisa. After a little 
chat which sometimes proved very animated, having 
partaken of coffee, they parted until dinner. Dinner was 
served at two, and then they took a walk or drove out. 
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In the evening when he returned from the office, they 
had a late tea; he would then sometimes read aloud, 
while she attended to sewing, or they had a little music, 
or sat and talked if they had company. When he went 
to town on business he wrote her daily and received 
a letter from her every day. At times she accompanied 
him on his trips, and these were particularly agreeable 
occasions. They had company on their Saint's Days, 
and he was charmed to observe how cleverly she 
managed to please everybody. He saw and heard that 
everybody admired the charming young hostess, and 
loved her still more for that. 

Everything was going on nicely. She carried her 
budding motherhood lightly, and both began, not with- 
out a little timidity, discussing how they would bring 
up their child. The method of education, the principles 
of it, were decided by Evgeni himself, and she merely 
sought to humbly carry out his will. But Evgeni had 
read his fill of medical books and had planned to edu- 
cate his child in accordance with all the rules of modern 
science. She, of course, agreed with everything and was 
getting ready, sewing the swaddling clothes, both warm 
and cool, and ordered a cradle. Thus they entered upon 
the second year of their married life and the second 
spring. 



IX. 



It was Whitsuntide. Lisa was in the fifth month 
of her pregnancy, and while careful, she was cheerful 
and active. The two mothers, his and hers, lived in the 
house, and under the pretext of guarding her wealthy 
and watching over her, merely worried her with their 
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* pretensions. Evgeni was head over heels engrossed in 
management, busying himself with beet production on 
a large scale. 

Towards Trinity Sunday Lisa decided to undertake 
a general housecleaning, a thing she had not attempted 
since the Easter holidays. She enlisted in addition to 
the house servants the services of two peasant women 
by the day — to wash the floors and the windows, to beat 
the upholstered furniture and the rugs and to put up the 
slip covers. The women arrived early in the morning, 
filled their pails with water and set to work. One of 
the two women was Stepanida who had just weaned her 
baby and had coaxed the office clerk (with whom she 
,farried on now) to send her up as a scrubwofnan. She 
wanted to take a good look at the new lady. Stepanida 
lived as before away from her husband and was unfaith- 
ful to him, as she had been with old Danila who had 
caught her stealing kindling wood, then with the master, 
and now with the young office clerk. She gave no fur- 
ther thought to the Barin. "He has a wife now," she 
thought. "But it would be nice to take a look at her, 
at her household: they say it's swell." 

Since seeing her with the baby Evgeni had not come 
across her again. She had not applied for work by the 
day, as she had a baby to take care of, and he rarely 
passed through the village. That morning, the day be- 
fore Trinity, Evgeni rose at five o'clock and betook him- 
self immediately to the beet fields where he had planned 
to scatter phosphates. He left the house before the 
women had entered: they were still busy warming the 
water in huge boilers. 

' Evgeni was returning for his breakfast, in a cheerful 
mood, content and hungry. He dismounted at the fence. 
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turned over his horse to the passing gardener, and was 
walking towards the house, slashing the tall grass with 
his whip, repeating mechanically, as was his wont, some 
phrase that had stuck in his mind. And the phrase 
which he kept repeating was : "the phosphate will make 
good" — ^how and what, he neither knew, nor thought. 

Rugs were being beaten on the lawn. All the fur- 
niture had been carried out. 

"Gracious ! What a cleaning Lisa had started ! The 
phosphates will make good . . . What a housekeej)er ! 
A housekeeper, indeed! A great little housekeeper!" 
he kept saying to himself, vividly picturing her in his 
mind — in a white dustcap, with a radiant face, such as 
she always had when he looked at her. "But I must 
change my boots, otherwise the phosphate will make 
good, for my boots reek with fertilizer, and the lady of 
the house is in an interesting condition. And why in- 
teresting? For a little Irtenev, a new one, is coming,*' 
he thought. "Yes, the phosphates will make good," and 
smiling at his own thoughts, he pushed the door that 
led into his own room. 

But he had hardly touched the door when it opened 
of his own accord, and he collided with a peasant woman 
who was coming straight at him — skirts tucked up, 
barefoot, with a pail in her hand and with rolled up 
sleeves. He stepped aside to let the woman pass, she 
also edged away, trying to straighteii the disarranged 
headkerchief with her moist hand. 

"Go on, go on, I shan't come in if you . . ." began 
Irtenev and suddenly recognizing her stopped short. 

Smiling at him with her eyes she glanced at him 
happily, and pulling her skirt straight, walked out of the 
door. 
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''What nonsense] What is the matter with me? 
It cannot be," Evgeni said to himself frowning and shak- 
ing his head as though to ward off an troublesome fly. 
He was angry at having noticed her. He was angry^ at 
having noticed her, yet withal he could not tear his eyes 
away from her swaying form, from her bare feet, mov- 
ing in agile, sturdy steps, from her arms, her shoulders, 
from the pretty pleats of her blouse and her red skirt 
that was tucked up high above her white calves. 

"But why am I looking at her?" he said to himself, 
lowering his eyes in order not to see her. "Still I must 
go in and change my boots." And he turned back to 
enter his room, but he had hardly made five stepg when 
not knowing himself why or by what impelling force 
he glanced back in order to see her again. She was 
just turning the corner and at that same instant she also 
glanced back. 

"Lord, what am I doing?" he inwardly cried. "She 
might think . . She surely does think . ." 

He entered the room. Another peasant woman, lean 
and elderly, was in the room washing the floor. Evgeni 
passed on tip-toe over little pools of water towards the 
wall where stood his boots, and was about to leave the 
room when the old woman went out. 

"As soon as this one's gone the other will come in, 
Stepanida, and she will be alone," something in his head 
began to calculate. 

"My God, what am \ thinking about, what am f 
doing?" He seized his boots and rushed out with them 
into the hall, where he put them on, and spruced up. 
Then he walked out on the porch where the two mothers 
were already drinking their coffee. Lisa evidently was 
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waiting for him, and she entered upon the porch through 
another door at the same time as he. 

"My God! She thinks me so straight, so pure, so 
innocent, and if she but knew !" he thought. 

Lisa met him as always with a radiant countenance. 
But to-day she somehow seemed to him peculiarly pale. 
yellow, angular and weak. 



Over the coffee, as it frequently happened, a pecu- 
liarly feminine conversation was going on, which seem- 
ed to lack all logical connection, but must have had 
some connection nevertheless, for it flowed on uninter- 
ruptedly. 

The two ladies were exchanging pinpricks, and Lisa 
skilfully maneuvered between the two. 

"I am so annoyed that I did not manage to have 
your room cleaned up before you came," she said to her 
husband. "I was so anxious to have everything ready." 

"Did you sleep well after I left?" 

"Yes, I slept, I feel fine." 

"How can a woman feel fine in her condition and 
in this terrible heat, when her windows face the sun?" 
said Varvara Alexeyevna, her mother. "No blinds, no 
awnings. I always have awnings in my house." 

"But she has shade after ten o'clock in the morn- 
ing," retorted Maria Pavlovna. 

"And that is what brings on fever," said Varvara 
Alexeyevna, blissfully unaware of flatly contradicting 
her cvwn previous statement. "My doctor tells me al- 
ways that it is impossible to diagnose the illness with- 
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out knowing the characi^er of the patient. And he knows, 
he is the best doctor in town, and his fee is one hundred 
roubles. My late husband did not believe in doctors, 
but he did not begrudge l:im to me." 

"How can a man begrudge anything to his wife, 
when her life and that of the child may . . ." 

"Yes, when you have means, the wife need not de- 
pend on her husband. A good wife, indeed, submits to 
her husband," said Varvara Alexeyevna, "but Lisa is still 
too weak since her illness." 

"But, no mama, I feel fine. Did you not get the 
boiled cream?" 

"I don't need any. The raw cream is good enough 
for me." 

"I asked Varvara Alexeyevna and she declined," in- 
terposed Maria Pavlovna, as though apologizing. 

"No, I don't care for any." And though as to stop 
a disagreeable conversation by a magnanimous conces- 
sion, Varvara Alexeyevna turned to Evgeni. "Well, 
have you scattered your phosphates?" 

Lisa meanwhile had run out to fetch the cream. 

"But I don't want any, I really don't." 

•*Lisa, Lisa, not so fast," said Maria. Pavlovna. 
"These swift movements are harmful to her." 

"Nothing is harmful if there is peace in the souf, 
said Varvara Alexeyevna as though hinting at some^ 
thing, but she knew very well that she could not insinu-» 
ate anything. 

Lisa returned with the cream. Evgeni drank his 
coffee and listened in sullen silence. He had become 
accustomed to these conversations, but to-day their sense- 
lessness irritated him particularly. He wanted to think 
over the happenings of the morning, and this babble 
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hindered him. Having finished her coffee, Varvara 
Alexeyevna departed in poor humor. Lisa, Evgeni and 
Maria Pavlovna remained. And the conversation now 
was simple and agreeable. But with the intuition of 
love Lisa noticed that something was worrying Evgeni 
and she asked him whether anything disagreeable had 
happened. He had not expected this question and was 
a little confused, but replied that nothing had happened. 
And this reply gave Lisa still more cause for thought- 
Something was worrying him, worrying him greatly, 
which was as obvious to her as the presence of a fly in 
the milk, yet he would not talk. What could it be? 



XL 

After breakfast they separated. Evgeni, in accord- 
ance with his old custom, proceeded to his study. He 
neither read nor wrote letters, but sat down and smoked 
one cigarette after another, lost in deep thought. He 
was greatly amazed and grieved over the unexpected 
e jllllblUp grof ev il ft^^ liii^ ' fi o i i i wiiiLl i h e had conside red 
bjtnself fre e since" his marriage. Never since had he 
experienced this feelmg^dwards that woman whom he 
once had known, or towards any other 'Woman but his 
wife. In his heart he frequently rejoiced at this deliver- 
ance, and all of a sudden the merest, the most trifling 
chance, as it seemed, revealed to him that he was not 
free. He was annoyed not because he had submitted to 
this Reeling or because he desired it — ^he did not care 
even to think that he did, — but because this feeling was 
at all alive and that he would have to guard against it. 
That he would crush it, he did not doubt in the least. 
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He had one letter to answer апЙ a Socument to 
prepare. He sat down at his desk and went to work. 
By the time he had finished writing, he had completely 
forgotten the incident which had upset him. He left 
the room and made his way to the stable. And again, 
as though by an unfortunate coincidence or evil de- 
sign, a red skirt and a red headkerchief popped out 
from around the comer, and she passed him swinging 
her arms and swaying her body. No, she did not merely 
pass him, she came running past him, as though to tease 
him, and caught up with her partner. 

Again the bright noonday, the nettles, the outlines 
of Danila's hut, her smiling eyes in the shade of the 
maples, the picture of her gnawing at a maple leaf — 
came up in his imagination. 

"No, it is Impossible to leave it like this," he said 
and waiting for the women to disappear from view he 
proceeded to the office. 

It was the noon hour and he hoped to find the clerk 
still in the office. He did. The superintendent haJ just 
finished his after dinner nap. He stood in the office 
stretching himself, yawning and looking at a cattle herdEi^ 
who was telling him something. 

"Vassili Nikolaievitch'" 

"At your service, sir !" 

'1 want to talk to you." 

"At your service, sir !" 

"Finish with this man first." 

"Can't you do it yourself?" said Vassili Nikolaie- 
vitch to the cattle herd. 

"It's too much, Vassili Nikolaievitch." 

"What is it about?" asked Evgeni. 

"His cow had a calf out in the field. All right I'll 
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order a horse. Tell Nikolai to harness Lysukha, tak^ a 
cart if nothing else in handy." 

The cattle herdtrdisappeared. 

"You see . ." commenced Evgeni blushing and feel- 
ing that he was blushing. "You see, Vassili Nikolaie- 
vitch . . . While I was single I had little sins . . . 
Perhaps you've heard . . ." 

The eyes of Vassili Nikolaievitch were smiling, but 
feeling sorry for his master he added: "Is it about Ste- 
pashka, sir?"*) 

"Yes, yes. So, listen. Please, please, don't send her 
to my house for any odd jobs. You understand it an- 
noys me . ." 

"It must have been Vanya,**) my assistant, who did 
that. 

"So please remember . . . Well, they'll sprinkle 
the balance soon?" added Evgeni to hide his embarrass- 
ment. 

"I'll drive over and see about it right away, sir." 

And so it was finished. And Evgeni's peace of тлк1 
returned. He had lived a year without seeing her and 
would live again. "Besides Vassili Nikolaievitch will tell 
Ivan, the assistant, Ivan will tell her, and she will un- 
derstand that I don't want it," Evgeni said to himself 
and rejoiced that he had taken it upon himself to speak 
to Vassili Nikolaievitch, hard as he had found to do it. 
"Yes, anything is better, anything is better than this 
doubt, this shame." He shuddered at the mere remem- 
brance of this sin in his thoughts. 



*) Contemptuous diminutive of Stepanicfak 
**) Diminutive for Ivan. 
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XII. 

The moral effort which he had made after overcom- 
ing his reluctance to speak to Vassili Nikolaievitch 
brought peace to Evgeni. It seemed to him that it was 
all over now. And Lisa immediately noticed that he 
was perfectly calm and more cheerful than usual. "Per- 
haps this backbiting by the mothers had been annoying 
him. Indeed, it is very difficult for one of his sensitive- 
ness particularly to hear these unfriendly insinuations 
and tasteless hints of this or that," thought Lisa. 

The next day was Trinity Sunday. The weather 
was beautiful and the peasant women, as was their cus- 
tom, passing the mansion on the way to the woods 
where they planned to weave wreaths, stopped to sing 
and to dance. Maria Pavlovna and Varvara Alexeyevna 
came out on the porch in ornate attire, with parasols, 
and watched the dancing. Together with them, dressed 
in a Nankin coat, came out the uncle who was passing 
the summer with Evgeni, an old besotted libertine and 
drunkard. 

As usual, the centre of the crowd was a garish and 
motley circle of young village women and girls, and all 
about it, on every side, like^ detached planets revolving 
in the same orbit with their satellites, stripling girls, 
holding hands and rustling their gingham gowns, or little 
children giggling at something and playing tag, or older 
boys in black or blue coats, caps and red blouses, 
eternally spitting out sunflower seed shells. Now and 
then the estate hands and outsiders stopped to watch 
the dance from a respectful distance. Both ladies mean- 
while had approached the circle, followed by Lisa who 
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was wearing a blue gown with blue ribands in her hair, 
her long white arms with the angular elbows visible in 
the ample sleeves. 

Evgeni did not care to come out, but it would have 
looked absurd for him to hide. So he too stepped out 
on the porch, a cigarette in his hand, bowed to the lads , 
and to the mujiks and entered into a conversation with 
one of them. The women meanwhile were singing a 
dance tune at the top of their lungs, clapping their 
hands, snapping their fingers and dancing. 

"Her ladyship is calling you, sir," said a youngster 
to Evgeni who had not heard his wife's summons. Lisa 
was calling him to watch the dance and pointed out one 
of the dancing peasant women who had particularly at- 
tracted her. It was Stepasha*). She wore a yellow 
blouse and a plush vest with a silken kerchief over her 
head — and appeared big, energetic, ruddy and cheer- 
ful. She must have been dancing well. But he did not 
see a thing. 

"Yes . . . Yes . . ." he said taking off his eye 
glasses and putting them on again. "Yes . . . Yes . . ." 
he said; "it merely proves that I cannot escape her," he 
thought. 

He refrained from looking at her, for he feared her 
attractiveness, and for this reason the little that he saw 
furtively appeared to him peculiarly attractive. More- 
over he could feel from the flash of her glance that she 
had seen him and had noted that he admired her. He 
stood around as long as proprieties demanded and see- 
ing that Varvara Alexeyevna had beckoned to her, and 
somewhat incongruously and insincerely was calling her 



*) Diminutiye of Stepanida, 
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"dearie" and was conversing with her, he turned ajnd 
walked away. He walked away and went inside. He 
went away in order not to see her, but after he had gone 
upstairs, he knew not why and wherefore, he walked 
over to the window and all the time that the peasant 
women remained near the porch he lingered at the win- 
dow, and watched and watched her all the time, watched 
her thirstingly. 

He ran down unseen by anyone and reached the 
balcony with furtive steps, lighted a cigarette on the 
balcony, and as though about to take a walk, gained the 
garden, walking in the direction vvhich she had taken 
when she departed. He' h.id not taken two steps in the 
garden path when he caught among the trees a glimpse 
of the plush vest, over a yellow and pink waist and the 
red kerchief. She was walking with another woman. 
•Л "Where are they going?" 

*' And suddenly the breath of a terrible passion 

'" scorched him, as though wringing his heart with a 
powerful grip. Evgeni walked on impelled by some alien 
will, glanced back and followed her. 

"Evgeni Ivanovitch, Evgeni Ivanovitch, sir ! I should 
like to speak to you, sir," a voice was heard behind him. 
And Evgeni seeing old man Samokhin who had been 
digging a well for him, turned about and walked over 
to him. While conversing with him he edged away from 
him and observed that the two women had gone down 
the path either to the well or under the pretext of going 
to the well, and then after a little while they rejoined 
the circle of the dancing villagers. 
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After talking with Samokhin, Evgeni returned home, 
crushed as though after having committed a crime. In 
the first instance he realized that she had understood 
him ; she thought that he wanted to see her and she de- 
sired the same thing. In the second place that other 
woman, that Anna Prokhorovna, evidently knew about 
it too. 

But the main thin g was that he felt himself con - 
quered, that he hadT no will of his own, that there was 
another will that impeiiea mm, that that da y he had DeeiP 
l^ saved ' by sheer good fortune, but to-day o r to-morrow " 
or the day afte r he woul d perish anyway. 

Yeis, perish, for he could not take it any other way : 
to betray his young and loving wife with a peasant 
woman in the village, before the eyes of everybody, was 
it not ruin, horrible ruin, after which he could no longer 
live. No, he must, he must take some measures! 

"My God, my God! What I am to do? Must 1 
really so perish?" he was saying to himself. "Can I not 
take any steps to prevent it? But I must do something. 
Don't think of her!" he commanded himself. "Don't 
think!" and immediately he commenced to think and to 
see her in his fancy and to recall the shade of the maple 
trees. 

He remembered that he had read about an hermit 
who when tempted by a woman and being forced to lay 
one hand upon her in order to minister to her laid the 
other hand into the fire and burned away his fingers. 
He remembered the story. "Yes, I am ready to burn 
my fingers rather than perish." And looking around to 
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see that he was unobserved he lighted a match and put 
his finger into the flame. "Now, think of her!" he ad- 
dressed himself sarcastically. He felt a pain and he 
withdrew the soot-blackened finger, threw away the 
match and laughed at his own self. What nonsense. 
That was not the thing to do. Measures must be taken 
not to see her. Either he must go away himself or have 
her removed. He must offer money to her husband to 
induce them to move to the city or to another village. 
People might find out about it and they will talk. Very 
well, that would be still better than this peril. Yes, he 
must do it, he thought, and without taking his eyes oflF 
her he kept watching her all the time. "Where has she 
gone now?" he suddenly asked himself. It seemed to 
him that she had noticed him at the window, and now 
glancing up at him, she turned about and arm in arm 
with another woman started for the garden, briskly 
swinging her free arm. Without giving hiniself account 
as to the reason or cause, still torn by his thoughts, he 
proceeded to the office. 

Vassili Nikolaievitch, dressed In a holiday coat, with 
pomaded hair, was having tea with his wife and a female 
visitor in an embroidered kerchief. 

"I should like to speak to you, Vassili Nikolaievitch." 

"Surely, sir. We have finished tea." 

"You better come along with me." 

"Right away, sir, only let me take my cap. And 
you, Tanya, had better cover the samovar," remarked 
Vassili Nikolaievitch as he left the room. 

It seemed to Evgeni that he was under the influence 
of liquor, but he could not help that, and moreover it 
might be for the better, he might take a more sympa- 
thetic interest in his condition. 
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"I want to speak to you again, Vassili Nikolaie- 
vitch," said Evgeni, "about that woman." 

"Yes, sir? I have given instructions not to hire 
her." 

"That is all right as far as it goes, but I meant to 
ask your advice about this : how would it be to remove 
them — the whole family?" 

"How can you remove them?" asked Vassili discon- 
tentedly and as it seemed to Evgeni mockingly. 

"I thought that money might be given them or even 
some land in Koltovskoye, only to get rid of her." 

"But how can you remove them? Where shall they 
go from their native shoal? And why do you require 
it? How is she in your way, sir?" 

"But understand Vassili Nikolaievitch, it would be 
a terrible thing for my wife to find out." 

"And who is going to tell her?" 

"How can I live with this dread before me, and 
besides it is a difficult situation." 

"But why do you worry, sir? Who is to remember 
old scores? And who of us is sinless before God, guilt- 
less before the Tsar?" 

"Still it would be better to. remove her. Can't you 
talk to her husband?" 

"There is really nothing to talk about. Evgeni 
Nikolaievitch, sir, what has come over you? This is all 
past and gone and forgotten. Such things happen. And 
who is to say an evil thing of you? Your life is an 
open book." 

"But tell them anyivay." 

"Very well, sir, I shall talk with them." 

Although he knew from the first that nothing would 
come out of it, this conversation nevertheless quieted 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



284 THE DEVIL 

Evgeni. But the most important thing was that he felt 
that he had exaggerated the peril through being unduly 
agitated. 

Had he gone to keep a tryst with her? Such a thing 
was impossible. He was merely taking a walk in the 
garden and she accidentally ran out at the same time. 



XIV. 

That same Trinity day, after dinner, Lisa was walk- 
ing in the garden, and on the way to the meadows where 
her husband wanted to show her the new clover, as she 
stepped over a shallow ditch, she stumbled and fell! 
She fell easily, on her side, but she groaned and her 
husband read in her face an expression not merely of 
fear but also of pain. He rushed to lift her to her feet, 
but she held his arm aside. 

"No, wait a moment, Evgeni," she said, smiling feeb- 
ly and glancing up at him, guiltily almost it seemed to 
him. "My ankle turned, that was all." 

"There you are, don't I always tell you," Varvara 
Alexeyevna started, "not to jump over ditches in your 
condition ?" 

"It's nothing, mama, nothing at all. Г11 get up in 
a moment." She rose to her feet with her husband's 
help, but in the next instant her cheeks blanched, and 
her face registered an expression of dismay. 

"I don't feel well," and she whispered to her mother.' 

"My God, what have you gone and done now? I 
warned you not to go out," screamed Varvara Alexey- 
evna. "Wait, I'll send for help. She must not walk. 
She must be carried." 
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"You're not afraid, Lisa, to have me carry you?" 
said Evgeni clasping her form in his left arm. *Tut your 
arms around my neck. Like this." And bending dowr» 
he picked up her feet with his right arm and lifted her 
up. Never thereafter could he forget the suffering and 
yet blissful expression of her face. 

"I'm heavy for you, dear," she said smiling. "Look 
at mama running, stop her." And clinging close to him 
she kissed him. She evidently wanted her mother also 
to see how he was bearing her in his arms. 

Evgeni called to Varvara Alexeyevna not to hurry, 
that he would take her all the way to the house. Varvara 
Alexeyevna stopped and began to yell still more fren- 
ziedly. 

"You'll drop her, you'll surely drop her. Do you 
want to kill her? You have no conscience." 
"I am carrying her all right." 

"I can't, I won't see you murder my daughter." 
And with these words she disappeared around the 
corner. 

"That's nothing. It will pass," said Lisa smiling. 
"I only hope that there may be no bad effects, like 
the last time." 

"I was not speaking of that. I meant mama. You 
are tired, rest a little." 

But although the burden was heavy, Evgoni bore 
her with joy and pride to the house, declining' 'to yield 
her to the cook and the maid whom Varvara Alexeyevna 
had sent out to meet them. He carried her all the way 
to the bedroom and deposited her on her bed. 

"And now go, please," she said and grasping his 
hand she kissed it. "Anna and I will manage now.'* 
Maria Pavlovna had meanwhile come on the run 
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from her wing of the house. Lisa was undressed and 
put to bed. Evgeni sat in the parlor with a book in his 
hand, waiting. Varvara Alexeyevna passed him with 
such a reproachful and gloomy look that he became 
panic stricken. 

"Well, what has happened?" he asked. 

"What? What is the use of asking? Just what you 
probably wanted when you forced your wife to leap over 
ditches." 

"Varvara Alexeyevna," he cried out. "This is un- 
bearable. If you insist on torturing people and poison- 
ing their existence . . ." (he meant to say 'go some- 
where else', but he kept himself back). "Are you not 
sorry to act so?" 

"It is too late now," and triumphantly wagging her 
cap, she passed out of the room. 

It had been, indeed, an ugly fall, the foot had slipped 
very awkwardly and there was danger of another pre- 
mature birth. Everybody knew that there was nothing 
left to do but to lie still, nevertheless they decided to 
send for the doctor. 

"Dear Nikolai Semenovitch," he wrote to the doc- 
tor, "you have always been so kind to us, that I trust 
you will not refuse to come at once and help my wife . . 
She, etc." Having written his letter he proceeded to the 
stable in order to arrange for horses and a carriage. A 
set of horses had to be got ready to fetch the doctor, 
and another to take him home. Where the menage is 
on a small scale such things cannot be arranged for all 
at once and have to be planned and thought out. Hav- 
ing made all the arrangements in .person and sent off the 
the coachman, he returned home at about nine o'clock. 
His wife was lying in bed, but said that she was feel- 
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ing fine. But Varvara Alexeyevna was seated before 
the lamp (the glare of which was shut off from Lisa by 
a sheaf of sheet music), kniting a large red blanket, with 
an expression of her face which eloquently proclaimed 
that after what had happened there could be no more 
peace, and moreover no matter what anybody else had 
perpetrated, she, at least, had done her duty. 

Evgeni took it all in, but pretended not to have 
noticed it, and assuming a happy carefree expression, 
he started to tell his wife how he had managed about 
the horses, and how the young mare Kavushka had done 
surprisingly well on the off-side. 

"Of course, that's the most sensible time to try out 
new horses when you need a doctor's aid. They will 
probably drop the doctor into a ditch as well," said 
Varvara Alexeyevna glancing at her knitting from be- 
neath her eyeglasses, and holding her work close to the 
light of the lamp. 

"Someone had to be sent. And I did the best under 
the circumstances." 

"I very well remember how your horses raced to 
have me get the train." This was an old invention of 
hers, and now Evgeni was incautious enough to say that 
this was not quite correct. 

"I always say, and I told the prince many times, 
that it is most trying to live with untruthful, insincere 
people; I can stand anything but that." 

"If it is trying to any one, it is most of all to me," 
said Evgeni, "but you . ." 

"I can see that very well . . ." 

"What?" 

•'Nothing. I am counting the stitches." 

Evgeni was then standing near the bedside, and 
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Lisa was watching him. With her moist hand that lay 
above the coverlet she caught his hand and gently 
pressed it» "Bear it for my sake. She cannot keep us 
from loving one another/' said her glance. 

"Surely, dear. You're right," he whispered and 
kissed her moist long hand, and then those dear eyes, 
which she kept closed as long as he was kissing them. 

"Can it be the old thing over again?" he said. "Hov 
do you feel?" 

"I am afraid to say it for fear of making a mistake, 
but I have a feeling that he lives and will live," she said 
looking at her own form. 

"I am afraid, afraid to think of it." 

In spite of Lisa's insistence that he go, Evgeni 
passed the night with her, dozing off with one eye only, 
and always at her beck and call. 

But she passed the night nicely, and if they had not 
sent for the doctor, she might have risen from the bed 
in the morning. 

The doctor arrived towards dinner time, and na- 
turally said that although later symptoms might create 
some cause for fear, there Was no positive indication, 
but since there was no counter-indication, one might on 
the one hand suppose, and on the other hand suppose 
just as well. And for this reason it was necessary to re- 
main in bed, and although he did not like to prescribe 
needlessly, nevertheless she was to take the prescription 
and remain in bed. In addition the doctor held a lecture 
for the benefit of Varvara Alexeyevna on the subject of 
feminine anatomy, Varvara Alexeyevna nodding signi- 
ficantly the while. Having accepted his fee, as usual in 
the furthermost recess of his palm, the doctor departed, 
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and the invalid remained in bed where she was to stay 
a week. 



XV. 



A considerable portion of his time Evgeni passed at 
the bedside of his wife, nursing her, talking to her, read- 
ing to her, and what was the most difficult thing to do^ 
bearing unmurmuringly the attacks of Varvara Alexey- 
evna, and he even learned to turn these attacks into a 
jest. 

But he could not stay at home all the time. First 
his wife would send him away, saying that he would fall 
ill if he remained shut in with her all the time, and 
again the management of the estate required his pres- 
ence at every step. He could not remain indoors, but 
had to be about in the fields, in the woods, in the garden, 
on the threshing floor, and everywhere not only the 
thought of Stepanida, but her live image pursued him so 
that he could not forget her an instant. Yet that would 
have been nothing. He might have mastered this feel- 
ing, but worst of all was the fact that whereas formerly 
he had lived for months without a sight of her, now he 
constantly saw her or ran into her. She evidently guessed 
that he was anxious to restore the old relations and 
schemed to get in his way. But neither he nor she ever 
said anything, for which reason they kept no tryst but 
merely took pains to run across each other. 

The place where they could meet was in the woods 
where the women were wont to go with sacks to gather 
grass for the cows. And Evgeni, knowing it, daily 
walked past the very spot. Daily he said to himself that 
he would not go and daily he wound up by making his 
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vrzy to the woods, where hearing the sound of voices 
he would stop behind the bushes, watching with a beat- 
ing hear to see if she was not among the women. 

Why he needed to know whether she was there or 
not, he did not know. If she was there, and even alone, 
he would no go to her, he thought, but would run away, 
but he was bound to see her. 

Once he met her: he was entering the forest, she 
was just coming out, in company with two women, bear- 
ing a/ heavy sack full of grass on her back. A little 
earlier and he would have probably run into her in the 
woods, but now, in the plain view of the other women, 
it was impossible for her to turn back and meet him in 
the forest. But though he realized that this was im- 
possible, he nevertheless stood for the longest time back 
of a clump of young nut trees risking to attract the at- 
tention of the other women. Of course she did not re- 
turn, but he stood there for a long time. And, Lord, 
how enchanting was her picture in his imagination. And 
this was not the first — it was the fifth, the sixth time 
that such a thing had happened to him. And from day 
to day it grew stronger. Never had she appeared to him 
so enticing. Not merely enticing — never had she so 
completely possessed him. 

He felt that he was losing his will power, that he 
was becoming insane. His severity with himself had 
not diminished a particle. On the contrary, he saw the 
vileness of his desires, of his acts even, for his promenad- 
ing in the forest was an overt act. He knew that to run 
into her anywhere in the darkness, to touch her merely 
'would be to yield to his passion. He knew that it was 
only the shame before people, perhaps before himself 
that kept him back. And he knew that he was seeking 
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a situation trbere this shame would be imperceptible — 
darkness or such contact where this shame would be 
deafened by animal lust. And therefore he kne^ he was 
a vile wretch, and he despised and hated himself with 
all the forces of his soul. He hated himself because he 
still refused to surrender. Daily he prayed to God to 
strengthen him, to save him from ruin, daily he resolved 
that he would not henceforth take another step, take 
another look at her, that he would forget her. Daily he 
thought out schemes to free himself of this obsession^ 
and carried these schemes into effect. 

But it Was all in vain. 

One of these schemes was incessant attention to 
business; another intense physical toil and fasting, the 
third vividly dwellipg on the picture of the disgrace 
which would engulf him if everybody should learn of it 
— his wife, his mother-in-law, people in general. He fol- 
lowed all these devices and it seemed to him that he 
was attaining mastery, but the time of their olden meet- 
ings — ^the noon hour — would come, and the time for her 
to go to the woods for grass, and he made his way to 
the forest. Thus five days of torture passed. He only 
caught sight of her from afar and did not meet her face 
to face once. 

XVT. 

Lisa was improving slowly, she was up and about, 
and was greatly worried at the change which had taken 
place in her husband and which she could not explain. 

Varvara Alexeyevna had left for a short time, of the 
outsiders only the uncle was still visitin g, and Maria 
Panrlovna, as always, was at home. 
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Evgeni was in the same semi-crazed condition, when 
a prolonged spell of June thunder showers was followed 
by the usual June downpour of steady rain that lasted 
for two days. The rain had stopped all work. Even the 
carting of manure was stopped because of dampness and 
mud. The people sat in their homes. The cattle herds 
had their troubles with the animals but finally drove 
them home to shelter. Cows and sheep wandered about 
the grazing meadows or scattered among the estates. 
Barefoot, kerchief-covered women, slushing through the 
mud, rushed hither and thither in search of the fugitive 
cows. Currents ran all over the highway, all foliage and 
grass reeked with water, streams of water poured 
through the spouts into bubbling pools. 

Evgeni sat at home with his wife who was that (lay 
particularly depressed. She had several times asked 
Evgeni to explain the cause of his discontent ; he replied 
with a little irritation that it was nothing. And she 
ceased to ask him, but was grieved. 

After breakfast they sat in the parlor. The uncle 
was telling for the hundredth time imaginary stories of 
his exploits with his high society acquaintances. Lisa 
was knitting a sweater, complained about the weather, 
about a pain in the small of her back. The uncle advised 
her to lie down and rest, and asked for a little wine for 
himself. Evgeni felt terribly bored 'at home. Every- 
thing was discouraging, depressing. He read a book 
and smoked, but could not make head of tail of what he 
was reading. ' 

'T must take a walk and look at the rasps that were 
delivered yesterday," he said. He rose and went out. 
'Take an umbrella." 
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"No, I have a raincoat. Г11 only go as far as the / 
mash tubs." 

He put on his boots and raincoat and walked over 
to the sugar mill. But he hardly made twenty steps 
when he met her coming towards him, with a skirt 
tucked high above a pair of white calves. She walked 
holding on with both hands to the shawl which covered 
her head and shoulders. 

"What are you doing here?" he said failing to re- 
cognize her at once. When he recognized her it was 
too late. She stopped and smilingly regarded him for 
some time. 

"I am looking for a calf. Where else would I be 
going in this storm?" she said, as though accustomed to 
^eet him every day. 

"Come to the tent," he suddenly said, without real- 
izing how he had managed to do it. It seemed to him 
as though a stranger had spoken through his lips. 

She bit her shawl, winked at him, and started on the 
run towards the tent in the garden, which was in the 
direction in which she had been going, while he conti- 
nued on his way, intending to turn back as soon as he 
had reached the lilac bushes. 

"Barin," a voice was heard behind him. "Her lady- 
ship is calling, asking you to step in for a moment, sir." 

It was Misha, their footman. 

"My God, it is the second time Thou art saving 
me," thought Evgeni and turned back immediately. His 
wife reminded him that he had promised to take some 
medicine to a sick woman about noon, and she begged 
him to take that medicine along. 

While the medicine was being prepared five minutes 
passed, then when he came out with the medicine he did 
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not wish to proceed to the tent direct, lest someone from 
home might observe him, but as soon as he was out of 
sight, he immediately turned back and made his way to 
the tent. He already saw her in his fancy standing in 
the center of the tent, smiling happily, but she was not 
there, nor was there anything in the tent to indicate that 
she had been there. 

And he thought that she had not come at all and 
had not heard or understood his command, which he had 
growled out between his teeth, as. though fearing that 
she might hear him, or perhaps she did not care to meet 
him. Whatever made him think that she would straight- 
way rush to please him? She had a husband of her 
own. "It is only I, a scoundrel, married to a good 
wife who must run after a strange woman." Thus he 
mused sitting in the tent the roof of which was leaking 
in one spot whence dripped a continual stream through 
the straw. "But what a happiness it would have been 
if she had come. Alone here in this rain. Ah, to em- 
brace her once, and then come what may. Ah, yes," 
he thought. "If she has been here I can tell by the 
tracks," and he looked upon the ground, and on the path 
that had been trodden to the tent and that was not fully 
overgrown with grass he saw a trace of a fresh impress 
of a bare foot. "Yes, she has been here. But now it is 
all finished. Wherever I see her I will go to her. I will 
hunt her up at night." For a long time he sat in the 
tent, and he finally came out tormented and crushed. 
He took the medicine to the patient, and lay down in 
his own room, waiting for dinner. 
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XVII. 

Before dinner Lisa sought him out and still wonder- 
ing what might be the cause of his discontent, began to 
tell him that she feared he disliked her going to Moscow 
for her coming ordeal, and that she had therefore de- 
cided to remain at home and would not on any account 
go to Moscow. He knew how she had dreaded the 
)rdeal of childbirth and the possibility of bearing an 
mperfect child, and was deeply touched, seeing how she 
vas ready to sacrifice everything out of love for him. 
everything at home was so good, sweet and pure; but 
everything in his soul was filthy, vile and horrible. The 
vhole evening through Evgeni suffered because of his 
realization that in spite of his loathing for his own 
veakness, in spite of his firm resolve to drop it all, to- 
morrow would find him unchanged. 

"No, but it is impossible !" he said to himself walk- 
ing up and down in his room. "There must be some 
remedy against it. My God, what shall I do?" 

Some one knocked at his door with an outlandish 
knock. He knew that it was the uncle. "Come in," he 
said. 

The uncle came as a self-appointed envoy of his 
wife. 

"Do you know that I really find a change in you," 
he said, "and I can readily understand how it must 
worry Lisa. I understand how hard it is for you to leave 
this excellent undertaking, so well begun, but que veux- 
tu?*) I am inclined to advise you to go away. It would 
be better for your peace of mind and hers. And do you 
know, my advice is to go to the Crimea. The climate 
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to begin with, then there Is an excellent obstetrician 
there, and you will arrive in the very heart of the grape 
season." 

"Uncle," suddenly commenced Evgeni, "can you 
keep a secret, a terrible, a shameful secret?" 

"My boy, how can you doubt me?" 

"Uncle, you can help me. No not help me, 'save 
me!" said Evgeni. 

And the thought that he would reveal his secret to 
an uncle whom he did not respect, the thought that he 
would appear before him in a most undesirable light, 
would humiliate himself before him, this thought seemed 
to soothe him. He felt himself vile and guilty and he 
longed to chasten himself. 

"Speak, my friend, you know how fond I am of 
you," said the uncle, evidently very pleased both with 
himself and with the existence of a shameful secret 
that would be communicated to him and might prove 
useful to him. 

"First of all I must tell you that I am a rogue and 
Г. villain, a scoundrel, in fact, yes, that's it — a scoundrel/' 

"Nonsense!" said the uncle blowing up his cheeks. 

"What else am I but a scoundrel, when I, Lisa's 
husband, Lisa's — ^just think, with her purity, her love... 
When I, her husband, mean to be untrue to her with 
^a peasant wench?" 

"If you merely mean to — you haven't done it yet!" 

"Just as good as though I had, for my failure was 
*not my merit. I was ready. I was prevented, that's 
all . . . Otherwise I would this very minute . . . rfght 
now. I don't know what I'd do." 

"But please, explain." 

"Then listen. When I was single I was fool enough 
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to enter into relations with a woman here in our village. 
How? I met her in the fields, in the woods . ." | 

"Pretty?" asked the uncle. 

Evgeni made a wry face at this question, but he so 
needed help from outside that he continued as thougii 
he had not heard that question. 

"But I thought that it was all right, that I would 
break it off and everything would be finished. And I 
broke it off before the wedding, and for almost a year 
never saw her or gave her a thought." Evgeni felt it 
queer to hear himself talk, to hear the description of his 
condition. "Then suddenly, I don't know how myself, 
why such things make you believe in magic, I saw her 
and a worm entered my heart, gnawing it all the time. 
I curse myself, I realize the whole horror of my actions, 
that is of the actions which I am ready to commit any 
minute, and am taking the initiative myself, and only 
God has saved nie heretofore. Yesterday I was on my 
way to her when Lisa called me." 

"What, in that rain?" 

"Yes. I am all worn out, uncle, and I have decided 
to confide in you and to seek your help." 

"Of course, on one's ovsm estate it is inconvenient. 
It will be discovered. I realize that Lisa is weak and 
must be spared trouble, but why on your own estate?' 

Again Evgeni tried out to hear his uncle's argu- 
ments but hastened to proceed to the substance of the 
whole affair. 

"Save me from myself. That is what I ask yon to 
do. To-day I was hindered accidentally. But to-mor- 
row, or some other day there may be nothing to hinder 
me. 
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"Very well," said the uncle. "But are you really 
so much in love?" 

"Not at all. It's something else entirely. Some 
power has seized me and is holding me in its grip. I 
don't know what to do. Perhaps I may gain strength 
when . ." 

"Well, just as I told you/' said the uncle. ''Why 
not go to the Crimea?" 

"All right, I'll go, and while you are with' me, T 
shall tell you more about it." 



XVIIL 

The thought of having bared his secret before his 
uncle, and even more those tortures of conscience and 
of shame which he had lived through since the day of 
the rainstorm brought Evgeni to nis senses. The trip 
to Yalta, they had decided, would take place in a week» 
During this week of waiting Evgeni had to go to the 
city for funds to be used on their journey and there 
were also arrangements for the running of the house- 
hold and instructions for the management of the estate. 
He had grown cheerful once more and felt more closely 
drawn to his wife. He began to revive morally. 

Thus without having once seen Stepanida since that 
day of the rainstorm, he departed with his wife for the 
Crimea. In the Crimea they spent two delightful months. 
Evgeni received so many new impressions that the old 
were blotted out, he thought, forever out of his memory. 
In the Crimea they met some old acquaintances and be- 
came intimate with them, and they formed new friend- 
ships. Life in the CrJo^ea was a continuous holiday for 
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Evgeni and proved moreover instructive and useful. For 
here he made good friends with an ex-marshal of the 
nobility in his own province, a bright, liberal man who 
took a liking to Evgeni, helped to develop him and 
finally won him over to his views. 

Towards the end of August Lisa brought into th^ 
world a beautiful and healthy girl baby, and the ordeal 
of childbirth passed with surprising ease. 

In September the Irtenevs returned home, with baby 
and nurse, for Lisa was unable to nurse the child her- 
self. Perfectly free from former terrors Evgeni returned 
a totally new and a happy man. Having gone through 
all that husbands pass when their wives are about to 
bear, his love for his wife had grown still stronger. His' 
feeling towards the little girl as he took her up in his 
arms was a little funny, novel, agreeable, akin to a 
tickling sensation. Another new thing in his life was 
a new interest which had entered his heart in addition 
to the care for his estate, and it was due to his friend- 
ship with Dumtchin, the former marshal of the nobility 
— it was the interest In agrarian politics, which was 
partly based on ambition, v partly on the consciousness. 
of duty. A special meeting of the Zemstvo was to take 
place in October and he was to come up for election. 
After his arrival home he made one trip to the city, and 
another to the Dumtchin estate. 

He ceased even to think of his former temptation, 
tortures and struggles and would have found it hard to 
recall them vividly in his imagination. The whole thing 
struck him as an outbreak of insanity which had tem- 
porarily befallen him. 

He felt himself free from it to such an extent thut 
he was no longer afraid to inquire about her of the 
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estate superintendent at the first opportunity. Since he 
had once talked to him concerning the matter he was 
not ashamed to ask about her: 

"How about Sidor Petchnikov, is he still living away 
from home?" he asked. 

"Yes, he still lives in the city." 

"And his wife?" 

"A good-for-nothing woman, sir. She's carrying on 
now with Zinovey. Gone to the bad altogether." 

"Fine,^* thought Evgeni. "How surprisingly indif- 
ferent it all is to me and how I have changed." 



XIX. 

All that Evgeni wished for finally came to pass. He 
retained the estate, the factory was doing nicely, the 
beets came up wonderfully and yielded a huge revenue, 
his wife had been delivered happily, his mother-in-law 
left for home, and he had been elected unanimously. 

After his election Evgeni was returning home from 
the city. He received congratulations and was called 
upon to render thanks. He dined and drank about five 
glasses of champagne. Entirely new plans of life were 
opened up before him. He was returning home and 
dwelt in his mind on these plans. It was Indian sum- 
mer. The road was excellent, the sun shone brightly. 
Nearing his house Evgeni thought how as the result of 
tho election he would occupy among the people that 
position of which he had always dreamed, that is of 
serving the people not only by means of production 
which gives them employment, but by direct influence. 
He tried to imagine how in about three years the peas- 
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ants would judge him, his own peasants and others. 
Let us take this one for example, he said to himself, 
passing through the village ^and glancing at a mujik and 
a peasant woman^crossing the road a little ahead of him 
and canying a tub filled with water between them. 
They stopped to let the carriage pass. The mujik proved 
old man Petchnikov, the woman Stepanida. Evgeni 
looked at her, recognized her and felt with joy in his 
heart that he remained absolutely calm. She was still 
as attractive as ever, but this did not move him in the 
least. He drove straight home. 

His wife met him on the porch. It was a glorious 
afternoon. 

"Well, may we congratulate you?" asked the uncle. 

"Yes, I was elected." 

"Fine. We'll have to christen it." 

The next morning Evgeni drove out to inspect the 
estate which he had been obliged to neglect. A new 
threshing machine was at work on the farm. Watching 
it work Evgeni walked about among the women try- 
ing not to notice them, but strive as he might, once or 
twice he caught sight of Stepanida's black eyes and red 
kerchief as she carried the sheaves. Once or twice he 
looked askance at her and felt that there was something 
\vrong again but could not analyze what. Only the 
next day when he drove over again to the threshing , 
floor and remained there two hours without any need, 
caressing unceasingly with his eyes the familiar and 
graceful form of the young woman he realized that he 
was lost, lost altogether and irretrievably. Again the 
same tortures. Again the same horror and fear and no 
salvation. 

That which he expected had actually happened tc. 
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him. Ibe next day, towards evening, he found himsdf» 
he knew not how, in the outskirts of the village opposite 
her hay bam, where they had a meeting one autumn 
day. He stopped, as though to light a cigarette while 
taking a walk. A neighboring woman saw him, and as 
he passed again he heard her say to someone: "Go 
quick, he's waiting for you, I hope to die if he isn't, there 
he's standing. Go, you fool!" 

He saw a woman — it was she — ^running towards the 
bam, but he could not turn back, for a mujik met him, 
and he was forced to keep on going until he reached 
home. 



XX. 

When he entered the parlor, everything seemed to 
him queer and unreal. In the morning ke had risen in 
a cheerful frame of mind, resolved to drop it all, to for- 
get, to force himself not to think of it. But impercept- 
ibly to himself he had been unable to take any interest 
in business all morning, trying rather to be rid of it. 
That which had once seemed to him important and 
given him joy, appeared now trifling. He unconsciously 
strove to be rid of business. He thought that he wanted 
to be relieved of it in order to think and to plan. So 
finally he relieved himself of business and remained 
alone. But the moment he remained alone he proceeded 
^to tramp through the. .garden and Iheft^eet. And all 
these^^l aces were contami nated with memories, mem- 
ories which engrossed liim. And he felt that while he 
was walking in the garden as though thinking and plan- 
ning, he was really thinking of nothing, planning no- 
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thing, but unreasonably and frenziedly waiting for her, 
waiting for her to divine through some miracle that he 
desired her, waiting for her to take it into her head to 
come here or anywhere else where no one would see, 
or at night when the moon did not shine, when no one, 
not even she herself could see— on such a night would 
hf come and touch her body ... 

Why, I broke it off when I wanteH it. And it was 
ely for the sake of my health that I at the time came 
gether with a clean, healthy woman. But apparently 
Ine cannot play like this with a woman. I thought that 
had taken her, but instead of that she took me and 
ill not let go of me. Why, I had thought that I was 
free, but I was not free, I had deceived myself when I 
I married. It was all nonsense, deception. Since I came to- 
j.igether with her I have experienced a new feeling, the feel- 
ing of a husband. Yes, I ought to have lived with her." 
"Now there are two modes of life open to me: one 
which I commenced with Lisa — service, estate, baby, 
respect of people. If I choose this life I cannot have 
Stepanida. She must be sent away, as I had thought 
of doing, or destroyed so that she should not be at all. 
And the other life is right here: take her away from 
her husband, give him money, forget the shame and the 
disgrace and live with her. For this I must be rid of 
Lisa, of Mimi (the baby). Why, the baby does not 
harm, but Lisa must go. She must find out, curse me 
and go away. She must find out that I am a fraud, a 
scoundrel, that I had exchanged her for a wench. No, 
that would be too terrible. That cannot be. Or it might 
be this way," he continued to think : "Lisa is taken sick, 
dies. She dies, and everything is fine." 

'Tine! О what a scoundrel! Tf any one must die 
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let it be she. If she, Stepanida, died, how fine would 
it be ! 

"Well, people poison or murder their wives or mis- 
tresses. Take a revolver, go over, call her out and in- 
stead of embracing her, point it at her bosom, and all is 
finished. 

"Why' she is a devil! A devil and nothing else. 
She has taken possession of me against my will. 

"Kill her? Yes. There are only two ways out: 
either kill my wife or her. Because it is impossible to 
live otherwise*). It is impossible. I must think it over 
and provide for everything. To leave things as they 
are, what will be the result? Why, I will merely say 
again to myself that I would drop her, but I will be 
merely saying it, for in the evening I will be again 
near the barn, and she knows It and will come. Or the 
people will find out and will tell my wife about it, cr 
else I may tell her myself, for I cannot lie and cannot 
go on living like this. I cannot. It will become known 
to all. Everybody will find out — Parasha and the black- 
smith**) will talk about it. Well, honestly, can I keep 
on like this? 

"No. There are only two ways out: kill my wife 
or kill her. Or too . . • yes,- a third way — ^kill myself," 
he said in a soft whisper, and suddenly he shivered all 
over. "Yes — myself, there is no need to kill them." He 
felt awed, for the very reason that he felt this to be the 
only possible way out. "I have a revolver. Shall I 
really kill myself? There's something I have never 
thought of, how queer it will be!" 



♦) Here commences the variant termination of "The Devil" in 
the posthumous manuscript. 
**) Tom, Dick and Harry. 
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He returned to his room and immediately opened 
the chiffonier where he kept the revolver. But he had 
hardly opened it when his wife came in. 



XXL 

He covered the revolver with a newspaper. 

"Again the same thing?" she inquired glancing at 
him in affright. 

"The same what?" 

"The same terrifying expression which you had 
when you refused to tell me. Genya,*) dear. Tell me 
now. Tell me. Tell me, you will be relieved. I see 
that you are suffering tortures. Whatever it be, any- 
thing is better than this your suffering. I know it can- 
not be anything evil." 

"You know? While ..." 

"Tell me, tell me, tell me ! I shall not let you go." 

He smiled a pititul smile. 

"Tell her? No, it is impossible . . . and besides 
there is nothing to tell.* 

Perhaps he might have told her after all, but at that 
moment the nurse came in asking if she might take the 
baby for a walk. Lisa went out to dress the child. 

"You will tell me, won't you? I am coming right 
back." 

"Yes, perhaps . ." 

She could never forget that agonized smile with 
which he had uttered these words. She left the room. 

Hurriedly, furtively like a robber, he seized the re- 
volver and drew it from the holster. It was loaded, yes. 



*) Diminutive of Evgeni. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



306 THE DEVIL 

bvLt a long time back, and one cartridge was missing. 

"Well, what will be now?*' He held the revolver 
to his temple, hesitated an instant, but the moment he 
recalled Stepanida — his resolve not to see her, his strug- 
gles, his temptations, his fall, the inevitable renewal pf 
the struggle, he quivered with dread. "No, it is best 
so," and he pressed the trigger. 

When Lisa came running into the room — ^she had 
barely time to descend from the balcony, she found him 
lying prone on the floor, a black current of warm blood 
was streaming from the wound, and the corpse was still 
shaking convulsively. 

!A.n inquest was held. No one could understand or 
explain the motive for this suicide. It had never entered 
the uncle's head to connect the cause with the confes- 
sion which Evgeni had made to him two months back. 

Varvara Alexeyevna assured everybody that she had 
always foretold it. It was plain to her whenever he 
argued. Lisa and Maria Pavlovna were unable to un- 
derstand why it had happened, nor could they believe 
the doctors when they claimed that he had been men- 
tally deranged, a psychopathic person. They could not 
agree with this statement, for they knew that he had 
been mentally more sound than hundreds of people of 
their acquaintance. 

And, indeed, if Evgeni Irtener НаЗ been mentally 
deranged, then all people are mentally deranged, but 
those undoubtedly are most surtly mentally derranged 
who see in others symptonm of insanity which they fail 
to see in themselves* 

Yasnaya Polyana, 
November 10-19, 1889g 
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VARIANT OF THE CONCLUSION OF 
"THE DEVIL/' 

■*Kill, yes. There are only two ways out, to kill my 
Wrfe or ber. Because it is impossible to live so/' he 
said to himself and crossing to the desk, he opened a 
drawer and took out a revolver. He examined the 
weapon — one cartridge was missing — ^and placed it in 
his pocket. 

"My God, what am I doing?" he suddenly cried out 
and folding his hands commenced to pray. 

"Lord, help me, deliver me. Thou knowest that I 
desire no evil, but I cannot manage alone. Help me/' 
he prayed, crossing himself before the image. 

"But I can still be master of myself 5 i I'll go, take 
a walk and think it over." 

He walked out into the hall, put on his sheepskin 
and came out on the porch. Unobserved by himself 
his feet took him past the garden to the farm buildings. 
Here the threshing machine was still at work and he 
heard the cries of the lads driving th^ teams. He en- 
tered the bam. She was there. He espied her imme- 
diately. She was raking in the grain, and when she saw 
him, she started to run from him, with smiling eyes, 
agile and good-humored, scattering the sheaves as she 
ran. Evgeni would not, could not look at her^ He came 
to his senses only when she was out of sight. The super- 
intendent reported to him that they were threshing old 
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sheaves, an operation which took more time and yielded 
less grain. Evgeni walked over to the drum which 
knocked at rare intervals passing- through the poorly 
flattened sheaves and asked the superintendent if there 
w^ere many such spoiled sheaves. 

"About five wagon loads." 

"Then I'll tell you what . . ." commenced Evgeni. 
Now she had come close to the drum, raking in the grain 
from beneath it and scorched him with a smiling glance. 

This smile spoke of a merry and carefree love be- 
tween them, it told him that she knew that he wanted 
her, that she knew of his visits to her barn, and that she 
was ready, as always, to live and be merry with him, 
without thinking of any conditions or consequences. 
Evgeni felt himself in her power, but would not sur- 
render. 

He remembered his prayer and tried to repeat it. lie 
commenced to say it under his breath, but immediately 
realized that it was futile. Only one thought engrossed 
him: how to arrange a meeting with her unbeknown 
to others. 

"If we finish to-day, will you order us to start with 
a new stack? Or shall wq wait until to-morrow?" asked 
the clerk. 

"Yes, yes," answered Evgeni involuntarily follow- 
ing her to the grain heap towards which she with an- 
other woman was raking the grain. 

"But can I not really gain mastery over myself?" he 
said to himself. "Am I really lost? Lord! No, there 
is no God. There is a devil. And that devil is she. 
That devil has taken possession of me. And I will not, 
I will not. Devil, yes, devil!" 

He approached her, drew the revolver from his 
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pocket, and once, twice, three times discharged it into 
her back. She started to run and fell on the grain pile. 

"Lordy, Lordy, what was that?" cried the women. 

"No, I did not do it by accident. I killed her on 
purpose," cried Evgeni. "Send for the police chief." 

He went home and without saying a word to his 
wife entered his study and locked himself up. 

"Don't come in to me," he cried to his wife through 
the door. "You will soon knoV all." 

An hour later he rang for the butler and said to 
him: "Go, find out if Stepanida still lives." 

The butler knew already and said that she had died 
an hour ago. 

"Very well, then, now leave me, when the chief of 
police or the investigating magistrate arrives, let me 
know." 

The chief and the magistrate arrived the next morn- 
ing. Evgeni after bidding farewell to his wife and child, 
was taken away to prison. 

He was tried. That was in the early history of 
trials by jury. He was found temporarily deranged and 
sentenced to ecclesiastical penance. 

He had spent nine months in prison and passed a 
month in the monastery. 

He had commenced to drink while still in prison, 
continued to drink in the monastery, and returned home 
an enfeebled and irresponsible alcoholic. 

Varvara Alexeyevna affirmed that she had always 
foretold this. It could have been foreseen from the way 
he used to argue. Lisa and Maria Pavlovna could not 
understand why it all had happened, yet they could not 
believe the statement of the doctors that he was men- 
tally deranged and a- psychopathic individual. They 
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could not agree with this, because they knew that he 
had been more sound mentally than hundreds of people 
of their acquaintance. 

And indeed, if Evgeni Irtenev was mentally de- 
ranged when he committed his crime, then all people 
are mentally deranged. But undoubtedly those people 
are most surely mentally deranged who see the symp- 
toms of insanity in others but fail to observe them in 
themselves. 

Lto Tolstoy. 
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